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The lowly dales will yeeld us anadems 
To ſhade our temples, 'tis a worthy meed, 
No better girlond ſeckes mine oaten reede ; 


| Let others climbe the hils, and to their praiſe, | * 
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PREFACE. 


1IVioDESTY is a ſelf-denying virtue afſeRt- 


ed by every young writer at his primary en- 


trance on the great ſtage of Literature; but 
did I not conceive that theſe few Poems 
poſſeſs ſome ſlight degree of merit, as com- 
poſition runs in thoſe days, I ſhould not pre- 
ſume to offend the PuBLic, to whoſe can- 
dour I am, entirely, to truſt for my acquittal, 
with a ſingle line. Though many detached 
pieces of mine, the production of ſo early an 
age as might render their authenticity incre- 
dible, hae appeared in a fugitive ſtate, yet, 
1 muſt conſider the preſent as my firſt attempt 
to brave the tremendous ordeal of GEN ERA 
CriTticisM. The main ſubjeQs I have ſe- 
lected, though often partially touched upen, 
have been, I believe, never ſo diffuſely han- 
dled, fo that they may aſſert ſome claim to 
*novelty, though fallible in ornamental value. 
AS 
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The RETROSPEr ſtands firſt in this Col- 
leetion, though five years have now elapſed 
ſince that little piece was prepared for the 
preſs, and ſo ſenſible am I, at this period, 
of the very deſultory manner in which it is 
written, that it ſhould never inſult © the 
gariſh eye of day,” had it not met with the 

_ partial approbation of a friend I eſteemed, 
and an author I admired; one, whoſe dra- 
matic productions will be long dear to the 
Engltth Theatre, while Comedy, not unwor- 
thy the School of ConcREVE, can boaſt 
any attraction, ſuperior to the wild and diſ- 
tempered pageants of the preſent day. 

The Pursvir of PaTtrRoNnaGs follows 
next:—Confcious that very few, but thoſe 


- extenſively acquainted with Poetical Biogra- - 


phy, will reliſh thoſe parts that hinge on the 
misfortunes of my predeceſſors, I have ti- 
midiy refrained from prejudging their igno- 
rance by tedious commentary, and vague ' 
annotation. While ſtruggling under the deep 
clouds of diſappointment, encompaſſed by 
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FRREFATE. v 
various and threatening calamities, the Poet 
is too frequently a © rara avis in terris;“ 
but once releaſed from this mortal ſojourn, 
when malice can no more injure, or boaſted 


liberality be no more importuned, his talents, . 
his conduct, even his every ſecret tranſaction 
emerge, with redoubled luſtre and force, on 


the inquiſitive avidity of mankind. I muſt 
confeſs, that an aweful and enthuſiaſtic ve- 


neration for the wild imagery, and fancifut 
flights of our ANciEnNT BRITISH BaRDs, 


may have enticed me too wide from that 
pointedneſs of temporary alluſion, and thoſe 
frothy ebullitions of eccentric whim, which 
ſo commonly diſguiſe a vapid bottom, and 
which I perceive to be ſo highly prevalent 
over the mind of MopERN REFINEMENT. 
As for the ſmaller pieces which follow, 
though not added © to raiſe the volume's 


price a ſhilling,” I cannot expatiate very 


largely on their portion of correctneſs, or de- 
ſert. Certainly, they are not much inferior 
to thoſe ephemeral eſſays which decorate the 
nl 
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leaves of a Macazins, ſuch as theſe pub- 
lications, now, appear to be. Vet, formerly, 
their miſcellaneous inſipidity was enlivened 
by the fine, fairy effuſions of Col LINs, the 
plaintive and pictureſque ſimplicity of Cu x- 
NINGHAM, or the deſcriptive enchantment 
of Mick LE. 2 
Be their extraneous attraction what it may, 
they, at leaſt, aſpire to ſenſe, a requiſite very 
ſeldom expected in our late moſt celebrated 
authors, who reſt their chief reputation on 


extravagant epithet, diſguſtful alliteration, 


and dazzling ſimilarity of ſound with ſenti- 
ment. 5 : 

I am ſorry to think that GoLDsMITH, in 
bis Dedication to TE TRAVELLER, has 
unſucceſsfully declaimed againſt this inno- 


vation, and ſtill mere ſorry to ſuppoſe, that 


he had infinitely leſs cauſe of complaint, 
then, than what the preſent time affords. 
But it ill befits a criminal before the bar to 
aſſume the ſeverity of an Ethic Declaimer, 
and a Poetical Culprit full as ill, to read 


FREFACE. vil 


| Leſſons of Reformation to his brother offend- 
ers... | 
There are many men of more vanity, than 
talent, or diſcretion, who affect to deſpiſe 
thoſe tribunals of Wit and Learning, the 
Reviews, who aſcribe to them practices 
the moſt nefarious and unjuſt; and who hold 
their right of inquiſition, and the legality of 
their cenſure, in a very queſtionable ſhape; 
yet, though I am ill acquainted with the 
myſteries of their Critical Commonwealth,” 
and too inſignificant to arouſe the thunders 
of their vengeance, I cannot pretend honeſt- 
ly to deſpiſe thoſe illuſtrious Journals, once 
graced by the claſſic ſanction of SMoLLET, 
KEN RICE, or LANGHORNE; and ſtill con- 
ducted on ſuch principles, as can be dread- 
ful only to thoſe puny ſcribblers, who ſacri- 
fice futurity to faſhion, and aſpire to live no 
longer than their own little day. 

The charming, though neglected Poet, 
from whoſe Paſtorals I have taken my mot- 
to, elegantly deſcribes the ſelf-dependancv 
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which Genius can find in itſelf alone, when 
attacked by the feeble ſhafts of unmerited 
ſtricture: 


PREFACE. 


3 0 
For there is hidden in a Poet's name 


A ſpell that can command the wing of fame, 


And maugre all Oblivion's hated birth 
Begin their immortalitie on earth, 


When he that *gainſt a muſe with hate combines, 
May raiſe his toombe in vain to reach our lines. 
BROwxr's PasT. 
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VITA enim noſtra videtur ad VIRILITATEM uſque, qua in 
ſtatu poſita eſt, quendam quaſi Pox TEM ZETAT1s aſcendere, 
ab eaque dehine deſcendere, 
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TO THE RIGHT HON, 
The COUNTESS of MOIRA, Sc. 


A DEDICATORY SONNET, 


DEEM'ST Tnou ingrate or dead the Shepherd- 


boy, 


Erewhile who ſung thee to the liſt'ning plain? 


Still pauſing on thy deeds with penfive joy, 
Ingratitude, nor Death have huſh'd the ſtrain ! 


Still dreſt in all her captivating hues, 


Smiling in tears, will languiſhingly ſteal 


O'er my fantaſtic dream the much-lov'd mule; 


Like morn dim-bluſhing thro? it's dewy veil: 
Her wild-flow'rs bound into a fimple wreath, 
Meekly ſhe proffers to thy partial ſight, 

Oh ! ſoftly on their tender foliage breathe, 
Oh! ſave them from the Critic's cruel blight, 
Nurſe the unfolding blooms with care benign, 


And mid them weave one laurel-leaf of Tuixz ! 


THOMAS DERMODY, 
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4A POEM 


Taro HisTokr's faithful glaſs when I ſurvey 
What kingdoms flouriſh, and what realms decay, 
Now touch'd with pity, now inſpir'd with rage, 
Scarce can [I truſt the long-recorded page, 
New, fatal proofs from ancient Annals call 

Yet deem theſe ancient Annals, fable all ! 


Lo! once in learned pomp where ATHENS roſe 
The green pool ſtagnates, and the hemlock grows, 
One dreary ſepulchre, one mingled gloom, 

Lo! deep in ruin droops imperial Roms !. 

Say, where that wide unconquerable ſway, 


Where once the MACcRDONIAN MADMAN lay ? 


_ Burſt like a gaudy bubble on the ſtream, 


'Tis paſt, and all it's glory but a dream, 
B 3 


5 THE RETROSPECT, 


Yet, fince, ſee VENICE, ſolitary Iſle, 

Like VENus, mid the genial Ocean ſmile, 
With awe, the rich COLUMBIAN tract behold 
Claſp half our Globe in it's gigantic fold,” 
BRITAIN, ſublime it's ſubject ſhores among, 
And fair JuvERNA, nurſe of lofty ſong. 


Thro' heedleſs luxury, ambitious pride, 
Thro' luſt of plunder, or thro? heav'n defy'd, 


When ſlow deſtruction mines the towery wall, 


When the huge pillars of a nation fall, 
Succeeding nations gradual fill it's place, 
To ſwell of boundleſs Time the mighty ſpace. 
In chmes leaſt favour'd by benignant ſkies, 
The white fails flap, and ſtately bulwarks riſe, 

© COMMERCE and patient INDUSTRY atchieve 
What SLoTH and OPULENCE untempted leave, 


Soon the dry wilderneſs is ſeen no more, 
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Huge cities ſhine where deſerts lay before, 
Mid the deep glen amaz'd the hermit views 
The long canal, the garden's vernal hues, 
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Or by the mountain's rough but ſheltering fide, 
The newly-riſen hamlet's ruſtic pride. 
4 


A POEM. 
Yet why ſhould I lament as I ſurvey 


How kingdoms flouriſh, and how realms decay, 
When ev'n in my own youth's unfiniſh'd bound, 
Each ſtrange viciſſitude of fortune's found, 

And all the changes of the tragic ſcene 

Glare full as copious on the rural green. 

Each dear delight of childhood's cloudleſs morn, 
 WhenHluſh'd the roſe without the teſt'ring thorn, 
Each harmleſs ſport that vacant paſtime knew, 
Falſe to hoar reaſon, to gay fancy true, 

With eagle-pinion rolling o'er my head 


Sadly I mourn,—and ſicken when they're fled. 


Thus the poor peaſant mourns, when homeward 
bound, 
(As the dank eve-dew ſcttles on the cround, ) 
His decent cottage canopy'd in trees, 
One ruddy blaze, with horrent hair, he ſees, 
Each mouldering fragment of domeſtie care 
Pauſing he marks, inefſable deſpair ! 
Stilk o'er the little couch, the table's frame, 
The heachen ſeat, purſues the greedy flame, 
B 4 
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Nor from the ſpot averts his gaze forlorn 


Till high in air the native hut is torn. 


O! ne'er let me forget the ſummer ſhade, 
Where ſtudious thro? it's fragrant copſe I ſtray'd, 
Where ſlow T wander'd thro' the waving bow'r, 
When the leaves bent beneath a ftilly ſhow'r, 

And woodland eccho, ſoften'd to a ſigh, 
Scarce caught a ſound, unwilling to reply. 


Ev'n now IMAGINATION's forceful {way 


Thro? each long landſcape hurries me away, 


The well known cliff, whoſe blue aerial brow 
Majeſtic beetles on the vale below, 

The daiſy'd paſture, whoſe luxuriant plain 
The dim diſcover'd flocks, a ſnowy train ! 
Profuſely deck; and dripping from the tide, 
Shake to the flaſhing ſun their fleecy pride, 
Unmov'd I view :—nay, the train hedge along 


1 hearken to the ploughboy's matin ſong, 
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Or follow on the crumbling path afar 
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The lazy paſſage of the creaking Car. 
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A POEM. 
Hark! from yon hill that centers in the cloud, 

I hear the opening hound, and hunter loud, 

His bugle winds thro” many a tuneful maze, 

The mellow tones my finking ſpirit raiſe, 

And down the virid ſteep, with headlong ſpeed 

Impell'd, I mount a vifionary ſteed! 

Now, ſooth'd again, with flow, and ſkillful eye, 

Eager, I watch my friend's fictitious fly, 

By fome lone bank, along whoſe level ſide, 

Dimpling, and quick the lucid waters glide; 

His penſile bait the ſpeckled trout beguiles, 

At length he's caught, at length the angler ſmiles, 

At length, with cautious and well-guided hand, 

He trails the glittering captive on the ſand. 

Oh ! ſweet repaſt, when for the wiſh'd embrace, 

Two cherub- rivals his mild viſage trace, 

Climb on his knee, ſurround his eaſy chair, 

And hope, elate, the ſhining ſpoil to ſhare, 

Meanwhile, with looks of meek, paternal love, 

He ſeems with gentle puſhes, to reprove, 

Yet, as they ſtruggle, tenderly ſevere, 

Drops on each baby-cheek a filent tear, 
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Say what ye will, ye Sons of claſſic art, 
Whoſe finewrought fancies ſeldom reach the heart, 
Ev'n in life's humbleſt, moſt contracted ſpan 
We mark the nobler principles of man, 

The watch-dog beaten from the wicker'd door, 
To give an eaſy entrance to the poor; 
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The buſy care by tenderneſs made light, 
To ſtrew the pilgrim's ruſhy bed at night; 
Or round the glimmering hearth, with wonder pale, 
And ſimple awe, to note the ſoldier's tale; 
Theſe {weet civilities, theſe ſocial ties, 


In which the very ſpring of nature lies, 
Are of more worth than all the glofling rhyme, 
Your Schoolmen poliſh'd from remoteſt time. 
Eternal NATURE! thine the mighty pow'r : 
To rule o'er every ſenſe in every hour, OY : 
The maſtery thine with abſolute controul, 
To ring, correct, or ſublimate the foul; 
Confeſt to thy ſuperior eye is ſeen 
The mazy movements of the nice machine, 
Thy ſecret influence, thy ſovereign call, 
Commands them when to rife and where to fall; 
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Perennial roſe and myrtle ſhall perfume, 
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And in the SULTAN's and the NHGRHO's frame 
Thy rapid force is general and the fame. 


Nor ſmall the taſk with no frail varnith fraught, 
To deck in ſylvan dreſs, the ſylvan thought, 
Peculiar art it claims, and oft requires 

Than the bold epic more exalted fires, 

Fires, that each fibre to their purpoſe wreſt, 
Electric, ruſhing on the raviſh'd breaſt; 

Hence, unoppos'd, in full deſpotic fame, 

Sweet AUBURN's BARD muſt ever be the ſame, 


Hence, the fair deſcant wove in MEwmory's loom, 


Hence, wayward minſtrel of th' attentive vale, 
The VILLAGE CURATE pour his pleaſing tale, 
Hence, too, the heart it's choiceſt incenſe breathe 


On warbling SYMPATHY's immortal wreath. 


Tho? here no foreign wonders I rehearſe, 
Tuneful enchantment in each vary'd verſe, 
Here, tho' no bright reſiſtleſs magic ſhines, 
Which rapture moulds, and claffic care refines, 
Nor myſtic melodies of meaſur'd found 


That wild'ring, lead the ſervient paſſions round, 
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12 THE RETROSPECT, 


Yet, unambitious of a larger claim, 

My ſubject not leſs humble then my aim, 
Perchance, I hold with pardonable grace, 

The muſe's mirror up to nature's face; 

For me enough ; (if aught my verſe may boaſt 
Of genuine Feeling, where refinement's loſt,) 
From the dull crowd my ſtraggling ſenſe to wean, 
To charm the critics of the village-green, 5 


To bid their innocent amuſements ſhew 
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All public vice the ſource of private woe, 
And to the lewd metropolis unfold 
| Theſe laws, to love, which is but to behold. 


4 Oh! mid the venal city who can prove 
6 0 155 That ſweeteſt, that divineſt paſſion, LOVE? 
W's. Balm of all wounds, without whoſe ſolace mild 
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Exiſtence were a melancholy wild, 
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In ſullen hate where hoſtile tribes would run 
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Unciviliz'd, and loath the rifing Sun; 
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Oh! who without his ſtore of Scorn compleat, 
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Can ſee it purchas'd in the public ſtreet? 
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The venom'd fold, the mercenary kiſs, 


No 


The murdering rapture, and the baleful bliſs, 
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The ſofteſt luxury of ſoaring thought, 
Oh! who can ſee like each low barter—bought? 


Pity the wretched daughter of deſpair, 
Nor flight her ſorrow, tho' you ſhun her ſnare; 
She once 1n heauteous innocence was bleſt, 
Pure was her pleaſure, tranquil was her reſt, 
And at the ſong obſcene, the lawleſs flame, 


And broken vow, ſhe bluſh*d unconſcious ſhame, 


Once fenced with honour as the thorny roſe, 
Now bare ſhe lies to every wind that blows, 
Like ſome vile weed, impregnate with decay, 
Which rots, yet ſtings athwart the public way. 
Art thou not ſhock'd that dulcet voice to hear 
Tun'd to the felon-oath, and ſcoff ſevere, 
And art thou not ſtill doubly ſhock'd to find 
That voice's eccho in th' abandon'd mind? 
Ev'n in the looſe delight no bliſs ſhe feels, 
The purſe ſhe pilfers, the rich toy conceals, 
Acts with feign'd paſſion the incentive part, 
Her features leſs diſguis'd than is her heart. 
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14 THE RETROSPECT, 


Hence doubt, and ev'n in the delicious fold 

The muſcles ſlacken, and the pulſe is cold, 

The lilies blacken on the harlot's face, 

Hence luſty HEALTH is chill'd in the embrace; 
Oh! from that hollow cheek, and beamleſs eye, 
Precipitate as from a fury fly, 

Tho? filently it's painted beauties ſeize, 

There lurk the fiends, diſtraction and diſeaſe, 
Scowl in the dimple, taint the fragrant breath, 
And in the yellow claſp preſent you death. 


How, lovely woman, how can you depart 


From all thoſe graceful fires that warm the heart, 


How, witching prodigal, can you beſtow 
Your brighteſt gem for infamy and woe, 


Roſeleſs the cheek, extinguiſh'd is the eye, 
And even your darling vanity muſt die; 
Aſk yon pale prey, deſerted and decay'd, ; 
Whoſe eaſy truſt ſome villain has betray'd, ; 
If all her vital ſenſes are not cold, 

Cold as ſome ſtatue 1n the venal fold, 


o. | 15 


When gay deceit, (heart-fick, yet gay,) muſt move 


The ſleeping embers of unhallow'd love? 

Oh! ſhe will tell you and ſhe tells you true, 

That ſhe the ſeraph tranſport never knew, 

That from the dragon-graſp, the baneful breath 

Of each wild ſuitor came diſguſt and death, | 

Since firſt within that glowing breaſt ſhe lay 

From whence ſhe fled :—ah ! loſt, lamented day, 

Then turtle Pract that unbought odours ſhed, 

TruTn, FEELING, FAITH, and maiden CANDOUR 
fled, | 

Then thou poor female, from thy hopeleſs view, 


Clad in thick clouds ev'n HEAVv'N itſelf withdrew ! 


Oft by the ſloping outſkirts of the wood, 
Fond ſearch thro” brake and bramble I purſu'd, 
Intent, (nor could it with her lip compare, ) 

To cull the honey'd ſtrawberry for my fair, 
When at the village-dance her hand J caught, 
My feet were light and reſtleſs as my thought, 
By times, the coy extended kiſs I ftole, 


While mutual glances ſtream'd the melting fon! ; 
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But when ſome wealthier youth her cheek 1mpreſt, 
A thouſand timid falſehoods fill'd my breaſt, 

I rav'd, I wept, I curs'd the guiltleſs maid, 

And at deep midnight ſought a deeper ſhade, 

Yet, ſoon, the partial heart was reconcil'd, 

I own'd my frailty, and the angel ſmil'd. 

She \mil'd—thro* winding dell, by ozier'd ſtream; 
The livelong ſummer-day ſhe was my theme, 
From every object of the boundleſs plain 

I ſnatch'd ſome grace to decorate my ſtrain, 

| Blue as the violet's bell her rolling eye, 

Cowlſlip her front, her cheek the tulip's dye, 

Her mouth carnation, hyacinth her hair, 

Straight as the poplar, as the woodbine fair, 
And from her nectarine breath, that fann'd my flame, 7 ] 
The peabloom and the ſcented clover came. 11 
Ves, in the ready numbers as they flow'd, 1 
My feelings flutter'd, and my wiſhes glow'd, JL 
Unnumber'd monuments of truth I form'd, q 
Nougght tir'd, with my own pleaſing folly charm” d, | Ju 
Till ſmote at length by reaſon's temperate rav, f II 
The tranſitory viſion died away. | A 
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So have I ſeen, with brittle chain emboſt, 
When the ſmooth river ſleeps beneath the froſt, 


By tiny fingers rear'd an icey pile; 4 | 

It's ſparkling points the dazzled fight beguile, \ | | 
Lo! proudly ſplendid in the ſolar beam 1 f | 
2 Twinkle it's corners, it's thin columns gleam; 4 
| Till, melted quite, or on falſe ſurface plac'd, 


Prone the moiſt ſtructure lies, a ſhining waſte! 
Oh! War, aſſociate of the ſmiling hour 
When dewey ſummer ſpread life's opening flow' 5 
Long parted from my pleaſure or my pain, 
7 Where” er you wander, oh! accept this ſtrain. 
I Whateer it's lights diſcloſe, or ſhades conceal, 
Their force your kindred ſpirit beſt can feel; 
Enthuſiaſt of the wildly-ſimple ſcene, 
In. what romantic raptures have we been, 


What gales favonian on our forehead blew, 


Upon our ken what ſwelling beauties grew, | 
What radiant turrets, flamy ſpires would rife, 

d. How green our haunts! how azure were our ſkies! 

How muſical the burniſh'd billows roll'd, 

| And how the proſpect gleam'd with living gold! 


— 


Did delicate ſenſations join ſo well, 


1B THE RETROSPECT, 
Each ſlighteſt object, or of ſhore, or ſea, 


Was tendereſt ecſtacy when ſhar'd with thee, 
For, ne'er, ſublim'd by Feeling's ſocial ſpell, 


Mutual our joy, and when condemn'd to part, 
Ah !-mutual, more than mutual was the ſmart; 
From that ſad moment paradifial bloom 

And orient hues, are ſolitude and gloom ! 


Diffuſive checquer'd o'er the dale beneath, 
When purple Tw1LIGHT reſted on the heath, 
When from the furze the nimble rabbet ſprung, 
And on each ſpray unuſual luſtre hung, 
What wayward forms, eccentrically fair, 
Have I oft pictur'd on the dappled air, 
While, dropt by the fantaſtic hand of Ev'n, : 
Small countleſs ſpecks have pay*d the floor of heav'n, F Up tl 


There mid the filver ſcenery would I roam, | f In thi 
Nor tho? the church-belt tinkled, think of home. Aly tc 
: ; | ; The 8 


Oh! when to Fnixxpshrr's curious ear I told I ©, 
Teroe feats, and godlike acts of old, N Or, w 
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Which (maxims meet for my unpractic'd age,) 
Haply J glean'd from the hiſtoric page, 

How blithe would I the breezy hillock elimb, 
And in the big narration ſwell ſublime, 
Then, when aloft Night's pale aſſembly roſe, 


What downy ſlumbers of divine repoſe, 

What gay ideas throng'd the frolie dream, 

What mental joys the aëry wing would ſtream ! 
No bowl, with palatable poiſon ſill'd, 

Fev'riſh, and foul, my aching forehead thrill'd, 
No malice, wrankling in th' eternal wound, 

No fierce deſire was in my boſom found, 

Bat round my pillow would undaunted play 
Content, ſtill recklefs of the coming day. 

Soon as cool ZrpHyR woke the virgin MORN, 
And the bright dew-drop trembled on the thorn, 
: Up the green lane I ſtray'd; on either ſide | 
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In thickeſt notes each vocal buſh reply'd, 

My tongue was filent, printleſs was my tread, 

| | The Syrrxc's whole Cnors collected o'er my head 
I Entranced I ſtood, lull'd by pure ManTuAan lavs, 
Or, what ſage DyER pip'd to later days; 
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The world forgot me, I the world forgot, 
And my ELys1UM centred in that ſpot ! 


On the ſmooth boſom of the ſhaded lake, 

I turn; hoarſe ravens croak in ſolemn ſtate, 

The friſking pointer meets me at the gate, 

Crows the ſhrill cock, the turkey gobbles near, 
All feem to indicate my welcome there. 

Thro' the wide room the haſty ſervants run, 

Here limps the nurſe, there creeps the butler's ſon, 
While, inly fir'd with military pride, 

I count the ſhatter'd pikes on every fide: 


The maſly Bible, ſtrew'd with reverend duſt, 
The fable cheſs-board, on the wainſcot laid, 
The penſive kitten, purring in the ſhade, 

The duſky glaſs, half-gliſt'ning in the ſun, 
Hook'd o'er the antique hearth the ruſty gun, 
The ſculptur'd deſk, the pictures in a row, 
The fox's tail, and fiſhing-net I know ! 


Now tow'rds yon caſtle, whoſe tall turrets ſhake 


The pointleſs faulchion, thro” it's ſcabbard thruſt, 
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There once plump HosrrrALITx would fit, 
Grey-bearded HEALTH, plain SENSE, and native Wrr. 
In the brown cup they waſh'd all pride away, 

And not one poor man round them but was gay, 
By ſober rules they ſpent their ſmall eſtate, 

Kept want aloof, nor wiſh'd a higher fate, 

For, all that frugal nature claims below, 
Nature's own hoards abundantly beſtow, 

When for ſuperfluous treaſure we intreat, 

Sour in poſſeſſion, tho” in proſpect ſweet, 

Kindneſs, not cruelty, the wiſh denies, 

So weak is erring man, and Go ſo wiſe! 

Their fields, their flocks, their harveſt-heaps could 

give | - | 

Enough, to bid them and their children live. 

All elſe beyond, to no profuſion led, : 

But lent the wretch a ſupper and a bed. 


Erewhile, the Mops. of a Max I knew, 
Who made, ev'n then, my beſt encomium true, 
Early, in this bad world's profuſe career, 

 Himiclt profuſe, he bought experience dear, 
ES 


22 THE KETROSPECT, N 
With {ill enough, twas all bis laſt defire, Þ 7 
1 To line his couch, and light his country fire; | TI 
Back he return'd from the diſtracting din 1 Tt 
| Of pageant villainy, and painted fin, Y T} 
| | Convinced, (the keen conviction coſt a tear, ) : Th 
N That humbler merit had no buſineſs there; 5 Al. 
| With cordial glee the hoary Sires attend, N An 
With ſparkling eyes they meet their good, old friend, | We 
In foaming tankards frequent healths go down, | 
And all inquire, how he eſcap'd the Town? | © JN 
| | 8 8 Thi 
Twere well would many a titled heir who longs 1 Wit 
For olive arbours and Italian ſongs, | Still 
Trace the ſame ſapient track, no longer roam, 0 Ves, 
But learn to propagate his wealth at home, N To v 
Hence, might the ſturdy arm which help'd to raiſe | Fron 
b That wealthyattdin it's profit, and it's praiſe, ED For } 
| | | ; Delig 
| Juſt by the pathway roſe his neat abode, : Of ge 
| As if to wooe the trav'ler from the road; | 
| | Before, a chryſtal vein of water ſtood, | 
y : Behind, 'twas ſhadow'd by a waving wood; 
0 5 | | 
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The green-ey*d duck that waddled in the yard, 
The gritting wheel that on the pavement jarr'd, 
The flail, with fudden daſh that ſtunn'd the ear, 
The plaint, that gurgled from the dove-houſe near, 
The playful curs that would each other chaſe, 

All lent the whitewaſh'd dome a paſtoral grace, 


And all, by ſpleen- ſick Faſhion unconfin d. 


Were but the copious comment of his mind. 


Ves, happy maſter of that ſmall domain, 
Thine was the honeſt bleſſing of the ſwain, 
With thy big praiſe the ſtranger's breaſt would glow, 
Still doubly dear to every child of woe, 


Ves, thou would'ſt ſmile, unſelfiſhly o'erjoy'd, 


To view the peaſant in thy field employ'd, 

From thence procuring, (there no need to ſteal,) 

For his weak tribe the comfortable meal 

Delightful toil! while the flow load he led 

Of golden grain, a famuly he ted, 

Then at huſh'd eve, the chaſte, connubial kiſs, 

Was his reward, and Love's domeſtic blifs, 
WM 
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Nor did he (oft in heav'n- ward ſigh expreſt ) ES: 


Forget the generous Donor of his reſt, Ws; 
Ev'n cradled infant, taught by nurturing dame, Pe 
Full well could liſp it's ſecond Father's name. 1 
Ar 
Thus lives the 600D MAN !—how a country fighs En 

With genuine anguiſh, when the 600D MAN dies; 
Muſing, behold athwart yon black*ning mead, 2 
y In ſolemn march his funeral pomp proceed, To 
| | Pride and Protector of the mournful throng, WI 
ö Sad burthen! ſee him ſlowly mov'd along; Un 
ö Far off the long proceſſion's duſky hue S Int 
G Now ent'ring at the churchyard- gate, I view, Ant 
And, now, while it's new gueſt looks down from E' 
heav'n, | d Thr 
Falls the full tear, and duſt to duſt is giv'n, His 
From hearts his bounty eas'd, what ſorrows riſe! | And 

That laſt ſhriek was his paſſport to the ſkies! 

Kind, courteous Sp1RTT, affably benign, 7 Dall 
Round thy glad front ſereneſt glories ſhine, | Wh 
On everlaſting archives are anneal'd, | You 


' Theſe deeds thy virtuous diffidence conceal'd, 
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Nor, ſhall thy gen'rous mem'ry fade on earth, 
Theme of the ſummer ſeat, and evening hearth, 
Primroſe and panſy, bath'd in pearly dew, 

On thy green ſod ethereal fingers ſtrew, 

And palmer Piety's ambrofial wreath 

Entwines the deſolating ſcythe of Death. 


Ah! ye hard landlords, can no plea prevail, 
To keep your tardy tenant from the jail, 
Will you, for loſſes, he could not avert, 
Unkindly wring the ſuffering parent's heart, 
In tenfold woe the widow's portion ſteep, 
And pluck it's morſel from the orphan's lip ? 
Ev'n now your ſurly ſlaves their victim ſeize, 
Three pallid infants ſhrieking at his knees, 
His ſkirt they graſp, they mount for the embrace, 
And hope to read ſome comfort in his face. 


Ye thoughtleſs great, with ſupercilious eye 
Daily who paſs the naked wanderer by, 
Who grudge one mite of that enormous ſtore 
' You idly ſquander, to the ſhivering poor, 
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How can you talk of ſympathies refin'd, 


The liberal ſpirit and the extenſive mind? 

Oh! witneſs heav'n! with heart and door unſhut, 
The labouring hind that ſhrinks into his hut, 
Whole latch the mendicant may freely raiſe, 

Nor for the little alms exhauſt his praiſe, 

More virtue oft, more native honour knows 
Than Grandeur ftrutting in his birth-day clothes, 
I ſee him, having preſt his homely fare, 

Purſue ſome cheriſh'd trav'ler with a pray'r, 

And thank in ſecret the indulgent ſky, 

That gave him pow'r to wipe the weeping eye. 


Cherubic CHART Tx, how ſoft a ſhow'r 
Of balm benign thy filent favours pour, 
In the dark dungeon how thy preſence charms, 
Aims the fond hope, the blighted project warms, 
Pervades, with open hand, the ſorrow ing earth, 
And to misfortune lends the laugh of mirth; 
In thy moſt winning, moſt reſiſtleſs mien, 
Thou deign'ſt to viſit the ſequeſter'd ſcene, 


There the ſick couch - from ruder blaſt defend, 


And art it's beſt phyſician and its Friend! 
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Nor deem that PexUsy can ne'er invade, 
With ſharpeſt anguiſh , the forbidden ſhade: 
A weak ſurmiſe! mid wintery ſnows ſevere, 
Her bleakeſt reſidence is often there. 

Where in that marſhy deſert far away 

The ruſhlight flings it's intermitting ray, 

With ſickneſs leagu'd, from Pity's eye remov'd, 
Her pangs, and ſpeechleſs agonies are prov'd! 
On the damp clay, or ſcanty ſtraw reclin'd, 
With ſcarce a tatter'd cov'ring from the wind, 
There, fever-firuck, a SIRE delirious hes, 

There with convulſive gaſp, a MorhER dies, 
Unheard, aſcends the miſerable cry, 

And fainting ſob, of famiſh'd Inraxcy. 


: While coſtly phyſiek tends the couch of ſtate, 
Cold, cold, this night, and comfortleſs your fate, 
No doſe to lull, no potion to ſuſtain, 


But the deep thunder, and the rattling rain! 
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Oh! Savixe Powes, when rough inclement hail, 
And ſhowery fleet, the wand'ring Laws affail ! 
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At midnight o'er the diſtant mountain ſtray d; - 
To TREE he bleats, nor bleats in vain for aid, = Wy 
Thy impulſe ſoft to ſome thick ſhelter guides, 0 2. 
Dries the wet turf, the wholeſome herb provides, | Ne 
Nor leaves thy harmleſs truſt, till, pacing _—_ In d 
The ſhepherd marks him with a careful eye. Az x 
Yet, melancholy thought, ſhall Man not hear BE 76 
Thy ſweet embolom'd accents whiſp'ring Near, | To f 
Shall hapleſs Max, with ſolitary moan May 
Deſtin'd to die, eſcape thy gaze alone; -"M Wh. 
Oh! wilt not Tnov by the hard pillow ſtand, For 1 
Blend the cool draught, and ſtretch the healing 
hand! 5 - W 
All kindneſs Trov, Tur intervening form | Wha 
Alike defends the warrior and the worm, i 
The dole of Good in juſt libration weighs, | [On of 
Nor plunders THoss to diſſipate on THESE; As hi 
From MAN, baſe fellow MN, all ſorrows ſpring, | Tn bl, 
Tis his ungentle ſlight imprints the ſting, Oh ! 
Hz tears the wound, his {kill alone can cloſe, | Ye ſh; 
*Tis HE that revels in a BRoTHER's woes! EL. 
Z | Starts 
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Branded with all the curſes of the dead, 
Hide, villain, hide thy peſtilential head, 
Whoſe latent wile, and unſufpected ſnare, 


Has at AFFLICTION's threſhold fix'd DESPAIR; 
Ne'er to offended Mxxcr, impious, dare 

In death's frore graſp to violate a pray'r, 

At thy dark deeds the palſy'd cheek is pale, 
The {tiff blood curdles at the infernal tale, 

To ſalvage waſtes begone, where human eye 


May ne'er thy deſccrated hovel ſpy, 


Where the gaunt wolf, and ſhaggy bear may be 


For thy profane retreat, fit company ! 


When the laſt arrowey ſplendors ſtreak the air, 
What as yon OrcHARD fo divinely fair, 
How meltingly the borrow'd tints unite 
On the round balls the crimſon and the white? 
As half amid their cluſtering leaves they hide, 
In bluſhes deeper than the morning dy'd. 
Ob! ceaſe your farewel to the ſetting ſun, 
| Ye fhriller throats The nightingale's begun 
A note ſo loft, fo querulouſly clear, | 
| Starts from the cloing lid th' obedient tear, 
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While Contemplation heaves a tribute ſigh 
Enrapt, and filent droops he knows not why. 


Away now all ye noiſy ſtorms of day, 
Ye narrow paſſions, envious feuds, away, 
Away, ye ſounding rattles of this world, 
When to the dungeon fr6m the throne 1s hurl'd 
AmMBiTION's maniac, and his jewel'd head 
In grim mock-triumph to the ſcaffold led; 
Let Fonruxk's minions worſhip at her ſhrine 
For what I've got ſincereſt thanks be mine, 
Fatal expence will drain the coffer'd ore, 
When GRATITUDE may make my trifle more: 
Hai! GraTiTupE, of TrxuTH the lovely child, 
O'er Thee, the gods, in glittcring ſynod ſmil'd, 
Fo thee the intellectual charm they gave, 
White Hoxoun, with DIscRRTION, truly brave, 
Mild as the halcyon mid the howling wave! 


Whilom, what wayward ditties would I frame ? 
My tender breaſt then, emulous of F Auf, 
Ev'n then, when the ſage Pedagogue auſtere, 
For tuneful truantry would draw the tear, 
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Ev'n then, I melted in melodious joy, 

With wild-wreathsquaintly crown'd, che Mule sboyl, 
My ſong to hear, with venerable mien, 

And brow intent, the pariſh-clerk would lean, 
And conn'd by rote, the garrulous barber knew 

To ſpread each ſonnet the whole village thro”. 

Nor was the village negligent of rhime, 

There, minſtrels were rever'd fince eldeſt time, 
Nor ceas'd my HARETON's relics to inſpire 

The ſprightly viol, and th' heroic lyre. 


Romantic HARETON! in thy fairy glade, 
All ſeaſons, and their ſweetneſs, were diſplay'd, 
Thy fairy glade, where elfin bevies dance, 
Twinkling their light heels to the lunar glance; 
Whether coy SPRING diſclos'd her balmy ſtore, 
Trembling, and ſcar'd-by blaſts ſhe felt before, 
Or SUMMER, high her ſheafy creſt would raiſe, 
Luxurious nodding in the noontide blaze, 
Or matron AuTUMN's browner beauties leave 


Their penfive preſſure on the gleaming eve, 


Or ev'n mid central WixTer's icey bound, 


Some dear, peculiar bleſſings might be found, 
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There, there, erewhile, th' enamour'd eye could trace 4 

Bleſſings that bloſſom'd in no other place. | 1 

3 LY 

Ah! ofer the Tuscan beverage I may try, T 

What madding joys in waſſail tumult he, 1 

To diſtant ſhores depart, where deep enſhrin'd, 81 

Laſcivious banquets Jull the vanquiſh'd mind, WM 

Yet ſtill lay real happineſs behind! SW 

Tho' winds round Maro's cottage Min1co's a. Th 

Tho' MuLLa, taught by SPENCER, murmurs ſtill, I Th 

Yet SHANNON, may thy wizard waters tell 1 

Of bards who ſtruck the many-chorded ſhell, le 
| \ | Tho' Mano triumph'd in AuGusTAN Iway, | I The 
bh Tho' great ELiza ſmil'd on SPENCER'S lay, | | The 
Yet, princely Moira, may my artleſs line The 
] Boaſt no ignoble patronage in thine - WM Dea 
ö Ah! Poksx, on whoſe ſuperior ſtate : G. 
ö Innum'rous ills, and daily perils wait, Thof 
1 Full oft have I had cauſe, (if Woe ſevere Uere 
1 A cauſe can give,) thy converſe to ſorſwear; | At th 
Yet with thoſe various evils in thy train, | 7 In th 


Methink3 thy pleaſure far exceeds thy pain; Mean 
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9 Thoſe pleaſures here, which but augment my pain, 
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In this pent veſſel's narrow womb confin'd, 


The ſtartling thruſh that warbled as he flew.— 
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As thro? the frothing ſurge with deſperate ſweep 
The ſmooth keel cuts and harrows up the deep, 
While the tough cordage cracks, and yelling loud, 


The fierce north bluſters in the frozen ſhroud, 


Slave to the mercy of the wave and wind, 
Who tets my bold, unſhackled Faxcy free, 
Who, oh! coleſtial Viſitant, but Tres ! 
The hazel bow'r, for ſtudious leiſure wove, 
The boxen ſeat amid the ivy'd orove, 

The nibbling ſheep that fed the tufts among, 
The goats, that on the giddy ſummit hung, 
The weather-mark that whiſtled to the wind, 


The crooked path, where mingled bri'rs entwin'd, 


Dear former fights! oh! when ſhall I review? 


/ 


Say, how can cruel MeMorr retain 


1 where full many a diſmal tempeſt paſt, 

At the ſtill hour, the frequent corſe is caſt 

In the wide deep, without one ſacred tear; — 

| Meanw hile, diſtinct to muſing fan zcy's ear, 
1 
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Wan ghoſts, flow-riſing from their wat'ry grave, 


Moan to the murmur of the falling wave; 
Yet, vain deluſion, I expect, once more, 
Secure to fit, nor dread the billowy roar, 
Bound o'er the thicket, gambol on the lawn, 
And taſte of all the tranſports IJ have drawn, 


Grant me, oh! Gon, immenſely 600D and wIsE, 


That quiet cell where true RELIGION lies, 
Where modes of faith, and bigot ſtrife aſide, 


CoNnSCIENCE itſelf the generous act will guide, 


The monkiſh cowl, the drear monaſtic gloom, 
The faintly gaud, and conſecrated tomb, | 
Deſpis'd; let InsTINCT, cach revolving hour, 
In every part embrace the SOVEREIGN Pow'R, 
Let every bird J hear, and bud I ſee, 

Still cloſer link my grateful ſoul to THERE, 
For, each freſh object of my foſtering care, 
The ſhrub I rear'd, its fruit I wiſh'd to ſhare, 


The flight, the throb of thought, the magic line, 
Thou gay'ſt them all, and all of them are Tnixe! 


| The End. 
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D ESCRIPTIVE Poetry, though certainly the 
faireſt branch of the PARNASSIAN Jaurel, has for 
ſome time paſt, been moſt ſeverely aſſaulted by the 
unmereiful axe of critical bigotry, This attack was 
commenced under the pretext of pruning it's luxu- 
riancy, but, in fat, has left it withered and bare. 
am not ſure but our CENSORIAL CoLossus, the 
Great JonxsoN, (who poſſeſſed as much diſcern- 
ment, with as much frailty, as, in general, falls to 
ihe ſhare of any one writer), has been, inadvertent- 
ly, the author of this arbitrary degradation. It is, 
1t Jeaſt, countenanced by his auſtere reprehenfion 
„the SEASONS. Indeed, his antipathy to this ſpe- 


des of compoſition and to blank verſe, was equally 


- 


4 
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obſtinate and unjuſt. 1 ſhall therefore preſume to 
obtrude ſome ſuggeſtions in defence of my choice. 


Though it's Greek derivation may comprehend | 


a creative faculty, yet, I fear, we muſt allow that all 
Poetry is merely 1MITATIVE. Even the ſublime 
phantoms of SHAKESPEARE, though by their ec- 


centricity removed beyond the pale of human oc- 


currence, are but copied from forms, ſped to 
have been ſeen, either by the bright, intuitive eye 
of the ENTHUSIAST, or, through the dim and diſ- 
coloured optics of SUPERSTITION, 


Nor is a fine delineation of nature very frequently 


| leſs captivating than it's original, for it, neceſſarily, 


muſt blend admiration with delight. We view 
with too flight emotion, as the work of Owniro- 
TENCE, what we behold with aſtoniſhment, as the 


execution of MAN. Hence, we are charmed with 


the propriety, the connexion, and the ſtriking af- 


ſemblage of fictitious light and ſhade in ſome cele- 


brated picture, at the ſame time that the reality, 
1 


{cldom regarded, is ever beſore our eyes. 


A POSTSCRIPT. - 39 


The powers of mind requiſite for an attractive 


piece of deſcription are not trivial; they muſt be in- 
genious, energetic, and refined, I, likewiſe, believe 


that an appoſite deſcription of ſcenes, novel from 


their remoteneſs, or pleaſing from their congeniali- 
ty, may have as much merit as what we ſtyle ETHIC, 
and which is only welcome from it's fimilitude to 
the manners of the world. I confeſs I am always 
more ſincerely ſoothed, or elevated, with ſome well- 
deſigned, though irregular landſcape of SALVATOR 
Rosa, than with the moſt finiſhed portrait of the 


moſt favourite maſter. After all our idle purſuits 
in life, J mean in buſy, buſtling life, there ſtill re- 
mains ſome ſecret, endearing tye, which connects 
us to the mild enjoyments of the country, and even 
at the age of fourſcore, we ſtill dwell with fondneſs 


on the innocent raptures of fifteen. 


Jam, however, far from being an advocate for 


thoſe puerile and jejune productions, where 


«Pure deſcription holds the place of ſenſe, 
as I apprehend that it is entirely capable of the moſt 
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pathetic graces, eſpecially when narration is inſerted 
with becoming elegance. It then approaches nearly 
to the Dipacric, which is, at once, improving and 
agreeable. I am ſorry to imagine that the diſeſteem 
into which DESCRIPTIVE POESY has fallen, may 
have been cauſed by that neglect of ſimplicity iu 
diction, and plan, which ſo ſhamefully marks the 
flimſy effuſions of the preſent day. The crude and 
turgid eclogues of SANNAazARIUs, MAXTUAN, and 
the modern ITALIAN ſchool, are as much unlike the 
unaftected majeſty and noble ſweetneſs of VInGII, 
as many of our late applauded efſorts are unlike the 
ſtrong and maſculine beauties of our literary fathers. 
There are but two peremptory exceptions in either 
age, VIDA in ITALY, and GOLDSMITH in EXGLAND. 
To ſimplicity the FRENCH have no pretenfions, their 


forte lies another way, in the poignancy of epigram, 


and the ironical adroitneſs of ſatyr. We, however, have 


taken very commendable care of their poetical tin- 
ſel, we have unburthened them of their jeu d pris, 
and very prudently tranſplanted them into our more 


. elaborate pages, either philoſophic or religious. 
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Thus far extends my intruſion on the realms of 
diſquiſition, I have now to pauſe, with anxiety, if 


not with deſpair, on domeſtic blemiſhes. It is ne- 


ceſſary to premiſe that the foregoing verſes, were, 
ſtrange as it may appear, compoſed during an ex- 
pedition at ſea, This will elucidate ſome allufions, 
otherwiſe not eaſily underſtood, and, perhaps, pal- 
late that deficiency of LUCiD ORDER, which muſt 
immediately be diſcerned. It was no trifling la- 


bour to induce the NINE to forſake their HELICON 


for ſalt water, though VExvs herſelf had the honour 


to be cradled on the ocean. 


In recompence for this material objection, TI have 
endeavoured to introduce ſome views of rural mis- 
fortune, as well as of felicity, which, I truſt, will 
engage the attention of a feeling breaſt. I have 
opened the latch on unaſſiſted penury, expiring, 
without one charitable hand to ſuccour or ſolace 
the moment of annihilation; amidſt the horrors of 
a tempeſtuous night, and the ſtill more afflicting 
ideas of a little family, left erying for food, | 
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I have endeavoured, by depicting the flagitiouſ- 1 
nels of mercenary paſſion in its moſt odious colours, 1 
to pourtray the tranſports of real love, founded on EN 
the ſympathy of hearts, in the moſt amiable light. 


pe 


g I have ventured to uſe plain, unadulterated lan- 
guage, forcible expreſſion, clear, concile ſentiment, 
and the unfaſhionable ſcience of moral obſervation. 


* 


* 


But I am in entire want of formal connexion, 
dazzling figures, metaphoric phraſe, and metaphy- 


fical ſeruple; 
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C Yet tho' depriv'd of inſtruments like theſe, 

« NATURE, perhaps, may find a way to pleaſe; 

«© Which, whereſoc'er ſhe glows with genuine flame, 

« In GREECE, in ROME, in ENGLAND, is the ſame.”” 
Lo vp. 
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I now intreat the candour of the PUBLIC to this 
8 unaſſuming attempt, which may be hereafter amend- 
3 eld by ſome more worthy exertion, at the ſame time 


informing it, with true caution, that THIS SKETCH 
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ſhould have made a part of the PRERFAC R, had I not 
been unwilling to daunt the fortitude of the reader, 


when entering on the peruſal of a very diffuſe, and, 


perhaps, a very tedious POEM. 
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THE 
PURSUEFT OF PATRONAGE: 
A Poetical Epistle. 


Et GEN us, et VikTuUs niſi cum Rx vilior alga eſt ! 


Senſe is the ſcorn of every wealthy\Fool , 
And wit iu rags is turn'd to ridicule, 
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THE 
PURSUIT OF PATRONAGE: 


4 POETICAL EPTSTLE. 


In O' loſt for ever thoſe delightful dreams, 


That Fancy o'er the twilight-rapture ſtreams, 


No more recluſe, with penſive joy, to walk, 
Or hearken to the Muſe's whiſper'd talk; 
No more to breathe the ſoul in witching rhime, 
By wizard fount, deep dell, or hill ſublime, 
What time the ſere leaf quivers to the ground, 
And SILENCE ſheds her ſolemn calm around, 
And Autumn's tawny hand, with touch unſeen 
Strips from the bending branch it's garment green, 
And moaning ſad thro” each unbloſſom'd ſpray, 
Shrieks ſhrill the aweful Genius of Decay; 
Tho- doom'd, enchanting Poksx, no more 
High-charm'd to liſten to thy warbled lore, 

4 


48 THE PURSUIT OF PATRONAGE, 
Tho! in Oblivion's duſky pool, to hide 
That flute, whilere my pleaſure and my pride, 


With which ſo oft I woke the bluſhing day, 
The lark alone, ſweet rival of my lay, | 


Yet the dire vengeance of immortal ſong 

Let Genius thunder on the taſtelels throng, 
Who, baſely girdled by a ſcoundrel train, 
Eſch e minſtrel, yet adore the ſtrain, 
Lift at each line th' ecſtatic-rolling eye, 

But leave the Bard to languiſh and to die; 

For ſuch there are, and ſuch ſhould ſurely feel 
The laſting pang of the poetic wheel; 


So ſhall they boaſt no more a borrow'd fame, 
Unjuſt uſurpers of the PaTrox's name, 
Diſtinguiſh'd name! by ancientry approv'd, 
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Which Sypxey cheriſh'd and SouTHAMeToON lov'd, 
One did a SPEXSER, one a SHAKESPEARE raiſe, 
And gave and got ineſtimable praiſe! 


Ah thou, encompaſt with domeſtic pain, 
Who fondly hope to build the lofty ſtrain, 
To weave the magic lay, whoſe light and ſhade, 
Deep hues and dazzling colours muſt not fade; 
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Who mount Imagination's rainbow wing, 
Dipt in gay teints of the Pierian ſpring, 

Ah! turn, and damp'd be thy enthuſiaſt joy ! 
To CHATTERTON, the Muſe's matchleſs boy, 
With every grace of ancient wiſdom bleſt, 


All untaught genius breathing from his breaſt. 


Behold the haughty ſoul o'er heav'n that flew, 
Submiſſive, for a paltry pittance ſue, 
Behold thoſe lines that feed the general ear, 
Deſpis'd, diſcarded by the liſtleſs Peer! 

Behold, (when vain each gentler plea to claim 
A little notice of that mighty name,) 


In ſcorn too fierce, and diſappointment dire, 


The wonder of the learned world expire! 
Can ſtudious zeal his rapid flights to trace, 
Or catch one meaning ſhadow of his face? 
Can Admiration, with its late applauſe, 

Or o'er each beauty the aſtoniſh'd pauſe, 
Alas! to ſoothe his lone, enanguiſh'd ghoſt, 


In youth's proud, dauntleſs prime for ever loſt, 


| Tho! my heart guſhes o'er his piteous tale, 


Can een this honeſt verſe of mine avail? 
E 
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But ſhould'ft thou more on elder proofs rely, 
Th' hiſtorft page ſhall wound thy injur'd eye, 
There fill, in ſad ſucceſſion, they appear 
To check thy warmth, and ſtart the tender tear. 
All chill'd his faery eeſtacies divine 79-2 

With wayward eroſs, and penury, and pine, 
Sore ſhent by fickle Fortune's wint'ry blaſt, 

= The pleaſant ſunſhine of Hope's ſummer paſt, 
And o'er his cote fell Eurus whiſtling frore 
Lo! Murra's minſtrel on JuVHRNA's ſhore: 
Ah me! while foemen deal him grievous wrong, 


Full deftly he indites his dainty ſong, 


And though his tears may with his deſcant flow); ; 
RP | unconquerable mind ſtill mocks at woe : 


Sweet Bard! when ev'ning breathes a purer air, 0 


No boiſt'rous breeze their fleeting form to tear, 
Still round thy tomb the elfin bevies glide, 

Bath'd in the trembling moonbeam's yellow tide, 
Still, in that ring their myſtic feats renew, 

And cruſh the lurkingworm „and kill th' unwholſome 


dew ! 


Compell'd by want to gild a graceleſs Court, 


Where all was empty jeſt, and idle ſport, 


A POETICAL EPISTLE. 51 


Where Vice with Folly leagued, her revels held, 
And chas'd the baſhful Virtues from the field, 
See DRYDEN ſcatter his ambroſial hoard 

Of ſacred incenſe o'er ſome booby lord, 

Oh ſee! ſeintillant from his mental fire 
Bright points of wit, that ſparkle and expire, 
Groſs, pond'rous dolts upbuoy'd in haſty Odes, 

And Britiſh blockheads turn'd to Grecian Gods! 
Yet, what proud meed awaits the LAUREATE'S 

death, Y 

What pomp ſepnlchral, what diſtinguiſh'd wreath? 
By a lewd rake his ſacred corſe profan'd, 

For debt great DryDEN's laſt, fad rite detain'd; 


When o'er his hier the widow'd plaint is heard, 


At length, by common charity interr'd! 


Who led by ſweet Simplicity aſide 
From pageants, that we gaze at to deride, 
Has not, while wilder'd in the bowery grove, 
Oft ſigh'd © Come live with me, and be my love!” 
Yet oh! be love transform'd to deadly hate, 
As freezes memory at MaRLow's fate, 
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Diſaſtrous bard! by too much paſſion warn!'d, 
His fervid breaſt a menial beauty charm'd, 
Nor, vers'd in arts deceitful woman knows, 
Saw he the period of his future Wees; 
Vain the ſoft plaint that ſordid breaſt to firc 
With warmth refin*d, or elegant defire, 
Vain his melodious magic to impart 
Affections, foreign to th' unfeeling heart, 
In guardleſs eeſtacy's delicious glow | P 
He ſinks beneath a vaſſal murd'rer's blow, 
O'er his dread fate my kindred ſpirit ſtands 
Smit with commutual wound, and Pity wrings her 
hands! 8 
Ah! had ſome genial ray of bounty ſhone 
- On talents, that but lack'd it's aid alone, 
Had ſome ſoft pennon of protection ſpread 
It's eider-plumage o'er that hapleſs head, 
What emanations of the beauteous mind ; 
Had deck'd thy works, the marvel of mankind, 1 a 


Snatch'd from low-thoughted care thy ſtooping . 
ſoul, OE | 
And plac'd thee radiant on Fame's deathleſs roll, 


A 
ENG 
4 
2 
IS 
= 
3 
8 
125 
7255 
. ' 
af 
5 
K Ny 
ds 
£34 
4% 
* 
= 
wes 
2 
5 
9 
EU 
. 
*: 
280 
4% 
Fs 
$# 
2 
2 
; 8 
82 
$4 


. 
* 


oy 


Ts 


» 4 . : I - 5 % C 
4 1 A - ey AA 4 23 2 en 8 , 4 ") , 
P, "{ SS 2 EN, CA ANY exe 4. » 3 . 
2 bs ne 02 eee ne So ee ee ODS Ce RSS 8 HED OE TE IS LPR Pa, — 4 
a 8 F 1 B ̃ͥð ; ]n.. ³]„¼⅛ ... : 
. ö * 8 n Ed o Coda x "4 8 
r : G'S F ; 
VPP 


X POETICAL EPISTLE. 


Where ſtill anneal'd, thy one unequall'd ſtrain 
Shall, crown'd by Senſibility, remain! 


Could Jonxsox's learned ſkill, or moral pow'r, 
Whoſe ſcience rifled ev'ry ATTic flow'r, 
Their honey-dews ſuck'd from all blooms that blow, 
And ftripp'd of all it's ſweets HxMETTus' brow, 
Could aught his wiſdom, or his worth obtain 

Thro' many a year, elaborately vain ? 

In patient poverty his youth was paſt, 
And when flow favor, lng'ring, came at laſt, 
Life's ſprightly vigor flown, enjoyment loſt, 
Dear was the gift that ſo much labour coſt; 
E'en poliſh'd STANHOPE, when too late impreſt 
With Truth's reſiſtleſs energy his breaſt, - 
The proffer'd good his vanity ſupply'd, 

Sew with a manly fortitude deny'd, 

Merit's proud modeſty the kindneſs ſpurn'd, 
By venal flattery to be return'd! 


Quaint Humour's child, whoſe „ colonelling“ 
knight | 
Grave Satire archly kens with new delight, 
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Ingemous BUTLER ! through thy various round 
Of promiſſory jilts, what friend was found , 
Tho? oft he conn'd thy volume laughter-fraught, 
Tickled by each inimitable thought, 

(Good, eaſy man, with heedleſs glee he read,) 

Could e'en thy Sov'reign's maſs afford thee bread? 
And BuckxinGHam's looſe conduct well may ſhew 
That wit, to wit is oft it's greateſt foe. 


O! in our later æra could I ſee 

One ſon of ſmiling Ridicule, like thee, 
Still, (keen correction leering in her eyes,) 
Profuſe of mirth, might ſportive Cenſure riſe, 
Drop ſoft elixir where ſhe wounds the heart, 
And tickle with the plume that guides her dart! 


wh ? In a dark garret, where the biting cold 

; No chearful hearth allays, poor BoysE behold ! 
A blanket ſkew'r'd his ſhiv'ring ſhoulder wears, 
Outrageous Hunger at his vitals tears, 
Not one dry cruſt his tuneful toil requites, 
And, &en in famiſh'd miſery, he writes, 

Yet, FitLDIXG's candid judgment may ſuſtain 
The doubted value of his lofty vein ! 


*, — — W — 6 88 — mp ts. 
8 * 0 — N 4 a) 7 
a f * : "Py we” A 4 


-Þ 


\ 


And, dire to pay, the long-protracted ſcore, 
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Hark! what wild numbers break, ſublimely ſweet, 


The breathing ſtillneſs of this deep retreat, 
What burſts delirious of reviving ſong, 

Steal on each ſenſe thoſe gloomy cells among, 
*Tis SMART !—anon, the maniac minſtrel raves, 
Loud as the tempeſt, fiercer than the waves, 
And now, attuning ſoft a gentler lay, 

It's tones, —how muſical they faint away! 


Of Tasrr's bright PLEITIAPDs a diſtinguiſh'd ſtar, 
Whoſe burniſh'd glories {till are beam'd afar, 
What fair reſource did Lovp in grandeur meet, 
His earlieſt luſtre fully d in the FLEET; 

With ChunchiLL mark him at the ſocial board, 


What charms they cull from Reaſon's feſtive hoard, 


But all the pleaſures of the feaſt remov'd, 


Which HERE might have ſerv'd, and Gops 88 


prov'd, Fs 
All the ſoft ſolace of the banquet o'er, 
How ſhall their hoſt the vent'rous heroes quit, 
Wit without money, money without wit, 
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1 Till Pars; muffled i in the ſhaggy Ae 7 
ii Of Bookſeller, expound the knotty Joke, F 
| Soothe the CERBEREAN landlord with a fee, 9 
| Clear the tremendous bill „and ſet his fav'rites free. ( 
. | \ 
He who aſpires to pleaſe this ſapient age, 0 
And reap due profit too, muſt mount the ſtage, 1 
; Yet, brief indeed the AcTor's higheſt boaſt, \ 
His acme in an hour attain'd or loſt, 8 
A caſual fall the firmeſt frame deſtroys, / 
A curſt catarrh obſtructs the ſoundeſt voice; | 
Nor ſhould'ſt thou, PaixnTING, too-unjuſtly vain, 
Thy elder ſiſter's nobler art diſdain, 
Or, join with powerful Mus1c, to dethrone II 
Conſummate worth, ſuperior to your own; EH 
The ſymmetry exact, the touching grace 5 
F inely diffus'd o'er Action's form or face; 0 
The canvaſs, with creative colour fir'd ; 3. 
The airs, by hymning cherubim inſpir'd; N 
Fleeting and frail, are tranſitory all, v 
Nor oft will Wiſdom on their raptures call; 4 
But the bold ſong, where proud to.vanquiſh Time, 1 


Fond Poksx pours forth the kindling rhyme, 
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In ſplendid rivalry where beauties meet, 

And ſhinmg order marks the piece complete, 
Tho? envious Chance conſume the guardian page 
Commiſſion'd to inform each future age, 

Water nor Fire, with all thar vengeance fraught, 
Impious, can burt t* INVIOLABLE Tnovcur, 
Tradition's volubly-tranſmitting tongue 
Will catch the hallow'd numbers which ſhe ſung, 
Sires to their liſt'ning ſons repeat them o'er, 

And ſpread the legend wide, *till language is no 


more! 


Who has not heard of Caravacero's name? 
Illumin'd by the painter's pureſt flame, 
His graceful ſtrokes delude the gazing eye, 
Glide to the heart, and Nature's ſelf ſupply: 
On journey bent, his weary fect could find, 
Tatter'd and poor, no habitation kind, 
No unthatch'd hovel, no deſerted ſhed, 
Where hapleſs Genius might repoſe his. head; 
At length, a ſordid inn, where carters reſt, 


And beggars. vile, receives the gifted gueſt, 


— 
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Whoſe ſkill, employ'd to grace the gaudy ſign, 
Muſt prove it's beſt effort, before he dine; 
And now the umber'd board before him ſtands, 
Pallet and pencil fill his forming hands, 

The mingling colours meet, and red and white, 
Each other's aid! harmomiouſly unite, | 

Till the full figures riſe, and ſwell upon the fight! 
Sublime it ſwings aſlant the public road: a 
At morn, the Artiſt quits his mean abode. 
Meanwhile, by fortune led to paſs that way, 

On neighing courſer, with attendants gay, 

A critic wight came pricking o'er the plain, 
Right ſoon the ſign-poſt doth his ſpeed detain, 
With curious haſte he views, and quick ſurprize, 
And for a ſum immenſe the P1cTurs buys! 
Amaz'd with joy, th' unconſcious maſter ſtares, 
Straight from his ſtall the ſaddled ſteed prepares, - 


And, wing'd with hope, the Stranger's path pur- 


ſues; — 
But, how the reſt to tell, too tragic muſe! 
By a ditch-fide, in death his forrowing eyes 
For ever ſeal'd, the ſighted Painter lies. 
| < 
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Hence may be taught the young unpractic'd heart 
That gothic dullneſs chill'd each kindred art, 
And though the Poet, much to public ſhame, 
Preeminence of penury may claim, 

Scarce leſs has barb'rous ignorance o'erlaid 
The mimic world by dædal painting made : 
Oh! ſay what ſoul the Muſes deign to bleſs 
In fawning phraſe the ſervile ſong will dreſs, 
Drop the ſmooth balm from Adulation's plume, 
And picture Plenty on a Miſer's tomb? 


Yet, ſome, by partial glimmer led aſtray 

Of ſun-like Inſpiration's ardent day, 

On brainleſs ſculls the bluſhing wreath have plac'd, 

Or giv'n a Marquis ſenſe, a Nabob taſte, 

Stuck a pert Fiddler next to NEwToN's buſt, 

And rais'd a titled dolt on MiLToxN's duſt! 

So have I ſeen a ſtrolling Romeo wooe 

Some cookmaid, redolent of ſav'ry ſtew, 

And preſſing her coarſe paw, unwaſh'd, and tann'd, 

Sigh, “ the white wonder of my JuIEr's hand!“ 
For well, ſmooth Flatt'ry can thy colours ſpread 
Youth's damaſk bluſhes with a warmer red, 
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Unerutch hoar eld, and make the ſhrivell'd check, 


Bluſhy as Bacchus, as Apoxis fleek ! 


Let him, who deſperately prone to cat 


The crumbs of PATrRoxNAGE, would court the Gre ar, 


Conſider well, to cool his ſcribbling rage, 
Thy apoplectie homily, LR Sac ! 

Daub thick his dedication o'er with lies, 
And to the ſlippery heights of falſchood riſe, 
Nor forfeit for uncivil truths his place, 


But glory in a gen'rous want of Grace. 


In Life's lone paths, and ſolitary looms, 


How many a flow'r has ſpent its choiceſt blooms ; 


Nip'd in it's bud by an untimely bM&ht, 

By circling weeds all hid from public fight, 
Unknown its fragrance, beautiful in vain, 
And torn and trampled by the paſſing {wain, 
No lordly ſon of wealth, no liberal fair, 
Piuck'd the loſt gem to grace a garland rare, 
But ſpurn'd the ſimple chaplet nature yields, 
Cull'd from the produce of our Britiſh fields, 
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While fam'd exotics, a vile, ſickly race, 
Find in the warmeſt beds unbounded ſpace, 
There, fade in ſtate, fuliginouſly grim, 


And rot, the martyrs of capricious whim ! 


Who, tho” on eagle wing alert to ſoar, | 
Scans thy {weet lay, diſaſtrous DELAcoun? 
Who, nervous Brooke's illuminated lines, 7 
Where all the PATRIOT in GusTavus ſhines, + 
Tho' ſplendidly obſcure, the hero of the Mines? ) 
Not nobler thoughts could AppisoN expreſs, 
And Caro might aſſume the SwEDISIH dreſs! 


Oh! Thou, w ho mcllow'd firſt my artleſs note, 
To piety, at once, and verſe devote, 

Who the rude depths of DANTE haſt explor'd, 
Yet ORPHEUs-like return'd, to light reſtor'd, 
And then did'ſt follow, unappal'd by fear, 
Frantic ORLANDO in his mad career, 

Or, boſom'd in Ophelia's haunted vale, 

Of princely Eucexe fang'ft the wond'rous tale, 
Oh! {kild, like TuRIN, with ſagacious eye 

To pierce the glorious rites of Chivalry, 


462 THE PURSUIT OF PATRONAGE, 


And fill each Chronicle's myſterious void :— 

Pattern of modeſt worth, where art thou, Boyp ? 
Tho' Fancy o'er my cradled vifion ſmil'd, 

And fav'ring Muſes own'd their darling child, 

Tho” ſecret bliſs, ineffably refin'd, . 

Shed ſoft illuſions o'er my melting mind, 

And her fantaſtic mirror Promiſe gave; I 

E'en then misfortune maxk'd me for her ſlave, 

Dependance pointed to my lot forlorn, 

And mid the roſes thruſt a latent thorn : 

From youth's firſt dawn to manhood's riper day, 

What ſcenes have drawn my pilgrim- ſtep aſtray, 

Deceitful ſeenes | in fairy proſpect bright, 

gut dim'd too often on the cheated fight; 

Ere yet Grief's keeneſt ſhaft unerring ſped, 

And Rapture wip'd the tear that Pity ſhed, 

What winning forms aye beck'd me to purſue 

Such ſhades, as coider Prudence never knew, 

While, every fibre ſtretching e' en to pain, 


I commun'd with the BEIN ds of the BRAIN! 
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Late, o'er my head, I view the gathering cloud 
Of ſorrow, wrap me in its ſableſt ſhroud, 

Of life's machine the movements wear away, 
And thoſe voluptuous fantaſies decay, 

Yet, ſtill, with undiminiſh'd ſmile remain 
Some filent, conſcious gueſts to ſoothe my pain, 
Still, meek-ey'd Feeling bends, divinely mov'd, 
In ſocial woe, o'er him the Muſes lov'd, 
Still Friendſhip, from it's healing ſtore beſtows 
A ſov'reign cure each {lighter ſcar to cloſe, 

And fair Devotion, brightly fleeting by, 

Unbars new portals to a purer ky, | 
Whence, ſeraphs lea ing from th' angelie quire 
Invite, to ſweep a more immortal lyre! 

Be thine, my Frzxp! with free, facetious eaſe, 
And flaſhes of unpilfer'd mirth to pleaſe, 

Whom Fortune fix d, then learning firſt to feel, 
Juſt on the middle ſpoke. of her inconſtant wheel, 
Be ne'er thy page, to gull a guilty taſte, 

By Ribaldry's licentious traſh diſgrac'd, 

Be ne'er thy ſatire ſtrew'd on Virtue's bier, 


Nor yet the frown of Vice in office fear, 
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And ſtill, with honeſt apathy, avoid 

That glut of wit, where every palate's cloy'd, 
Where Malice harlequins in Humour's veſt, 
And brother fools ſtand gaping for the jeſt : 
Oh! would th' indulgent ſtars this hand allow 
To quit the barren pen and graſp the plough, 
Chearful to chaunt unmeditated lays, | 

And ſee, at eve, the ſprightly faggot blaze, 
Reckleſs of all the brilliant toys of ſtate 

That win thoſe babies, falſely ſtyl'd the Great, 
With friends, ſelect but few, the noiſy town 
I'd fly, for green retreats, and ſhadows brown, 
Shrink mid their vernal fold, and fafe within, 


Deſpiſe th' abode of Luxury and Sin, 


Stretch'd by a winding ſtreamlet's tiny tide, 
Forget majeſtic TAuus' ocean pride, 


Nor miſs, where village-ſpires preſume to rile, 


LoxnpDox's imperial top that wounds the ſkies, 
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ELEGIAC EXPOSTULATION; 
| 2% 
TO 


AN UNFORTUNATE TAYLOR. 


— 


Hei mihi! 


O, THOU ! whoſe vifionary bills unpaid, 

Long as thy meaſure, o'er my ſlumber ſtream, 
Whoſe Gooſe, hot-hiſſing thro* the midnight ſhade, 
Diſturbs the tranſport of each ſofter dream, 4 


Why do imaginary needles wound, 
Why do thy fheers clip ſhort my fleeting joys, 
Ah! why, emerging from thy hell profound, 
The © Ghoſt of Shreds and Patches,” aweful riſe? 


Once more look up, nor droop thy hanging head, 
The liberal linings. of that breaſt unfold, _ 
Be ſmiles, far brighter than thy buttons, ſpread, 


And nobly ſcorn the vulgar luſt of gold 
EET IR. F 
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Tho' doom'd by fortune, ſince remoteſt time, 
No meaner coin of modern date to uſe, 

Lo! I can well reward with ſterling rhime, 
Stamp'd by the ſacred mintage of the Muſe. 


Why mourn thy folly, why deplore thy fate, 
Why call on every pow'r in ſore diſmay, 
Thy warmeſt oraiſons, alas! are late; 
Reflect: did'ſt thou e' er know a Poet pay? 


Vain from thy ſhopboard the eternal figh, 
Vain thy devotions from that ſable ſhrine, 


Can guineas from the vacant pocket fly, 
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Can ſorrow fill this empty purſe of mine? 
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Ah, me! fo long with dire conſumption pin'd, 
When ſhall that purſe ill-omen'd, proudly ſwell 
Full as the fail that holds the fav'ring wind: 


Myſterious miniſters of money, tell! 


Fond man! while pauſing o'er that gloomy page, 
That tells thee what thou art, in terms too plain, 


O'er the capacious Ledger loſe thy rage, 
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Nor, of unſettled debts again be vain; 
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One honeſt, genuine Bard is worth them all! 


A common garment, ſuch as mortals wear, 


He patient, then, and wiſe, nor meanly ſhrink, 
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There lords and dukes and mighty princes lie, 
Nor on them can'ſt thou for prompt payment call, 
Why ſtarts the big drop in thine anguiſh'd eye? 


t 


(Dull ſons of clay, the ready price who give,) 
Thou mad'ſt, and lo! it laſted one ſhort year; 


But, in my garment thou ſhalt ever live: 


Time ne'er ſhall rip one conſecrated ſeam 
Of cloth, from Fancy's loom all ſuperfine, 
Nor, ſhall I, cruel, haunt thy ſofter dream, 
Een when I dreſs thee in a ſuit divine: 


Let ſage philoſophy thy ſoul inform, 

With ſtrength heroic every ill to bear, 

Not better broad-cloth braves the angry ſtorm, 
And conſtant patience is delightful wear; 


Beneath Deſpondency's tumultuous blaſt, 

The reck'ning-day may come, when leaſt you think, 

A joytul day,—tho* miracles are paſt! 
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' CARROL'S COMPLAINT. 


WIR. ArTriM's giant pillars rife 

Abrupt, to prop th' incumbent ſkies, 
And fling their frowning ſhadows o'er the flood; 

Wild with woe his frenzy'd air, 

His big breaſt to the tempeſt bare, 
Smit with his country's wounds indignant CARROL 

—_ | 

Reſponſive to his tuneful lore, 

JuvERNA's ancient harp he bore, _ GE, 

Holy harp! whoſe witching numbers 

Lap'd the ſoul in heavenly ſlumbers, 

Bade youth's impaſhon'd boſom bleed, | 

Or, wak'd the gen'rous mind to high, heroic deed: 

Thou, a ſea-nymph once, could ſkim 

Gentle Ocean's burniſh'd brim, 

Once, thro? coral groves could ſtray, 


And with the dimpling eddies play, 


. Till chang'd by Fate, to ſooth that ſhore 


With ſong, which thou did'ſt waſh before, 
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Thy priſtine form reverſely twin'd, | 
Thy filvery ſhoulders ſtretch'd behind, 
Lo! ſtill th' uninjur'd mermaid-ſhape remains, 
Save that thy copious locks afford 


To Muſic each appropriate chord, 

Nor Sor's bright treſſes pour'd ſuperior ſtrains! 
With tutor'd fingers, taught to fly | 
Thro' ev'ry maze of harmony, | 1 
The Bard, (erewhile, whoſe magic meaſures 
Stcep'd the tearful lid in pleaſures, 2 5 

And grac'd the ſtoried hall of Chieftains and of 
Kings,) 
Thus ſwept with ſorrowing agony the ſtrings. | 
“ Doom'ld to periſh, hapleſs coaſt, 
Never more thy birth-right boaſt, 
Purchas'd with thy flowing gore, 
Independance boaſt no more; 

"I'VE native fragrance of thy fields, 
The ſtores thine every valley yields, 
Plains, where Learning's pilgrim feet | 13. 
Firſt could ſind a ſafe retreat, = | | {| 4 ö 
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' CARROL'S COMPLAINT, 


Plains, where nought empoiſon'd dwells, 


Whilom purg'd by faintly ſpells, 
Baſely ſold, and eyer loſt, 


Henceforth, ſhall glut a ray'ning hoſt ; | 


Fiends of Slaughter! ſay, if yet 
Martyr'd Peace be in your debt, 
Not enough of carnage, ſay, 

So inſatiate ſtill to lay ? 

Fleſh'd in death, inhuman, tell 
How many a guiltleſs victim fell? 
Has not oft the filial ſword 

The father's wither'd breaſt explor'd? 
Has not, oft, the infant's ſcream, 
Mid the fir'd hut's midnight gleam, 
Has not, ft, the virgin's ſhriek, 
(Double-dy'd in blood her check!) 
Has not, oft, the matron's cry, 


Her ſons, her huſband groaning nigh, 
Wrung, and torn my burſting foul? — 


Mark a part, not blaſt the whole; 
The wily knave, who leads aſtray 


The peaſant tribe, an eaſy prey! 
l Ars 


CARROL'S COMPLAINT. 


The fool, by mad ambition led 
And idle praiſe, to riſque his head, 
The bold-fac'd thief, th' aſſaſſin dark, 
Unmov'd, for inſtant vengeance mark, 
CARROL's {elf will dig their grave, | 
But ſpare the Innocent, the Brave!” 


HYMN TO BEAUTY. 


M ISTRESS of magic wiles! whoſe humid glance, 
Tranſparent bloom, and ſoft cœleſtial air, 

So oft my breaſt have ſteep'd in heav'nly trance, 
And chas'd with roſy ſmile delighted Care; 


Still let thy charming agonies invade, 

Thy panting pleaſure, thy voluptuous pain, 
Still let me claſp thy ſemblance in the ſhade, 
Oh! ſtill enrol me with thy laughing train! 


O'er Plato's ſapient thought *twas thou did'ſt ſtream 
Viſions of joy, and philoſophic bliſs, 

And ſweeteſt ſtill has been the Poet's dream, 
 Nectarcous flavor'd by a fragrant kiſs: 
F 4 


72 HYMN TO BEAUTY. | 


Ere yet Creation, from the depth beneath 
Refulgent roſe; dull Night's drear realm deſtroy'd, 
*Twas thy ambrofial ſpirit firſt could breathe 
Perfection o'er the ſolitary void: 


Whence doth bright Painting cull her graceful line? 
Her glowing tints, her captivating dies? 

And whence, the Poet form his fair deſign, 

But from th' inſpiring luſtre of thine eyes? 


Thoſe heaving hillocks, where twin-ſtrawb'ries 
grow, | 

Tho” flutt'ring Loves the bliſsful confines keep, 

Inſatiate, let me print their yielding ſnow, 


And preſs the pouting cherry on thy lip; 


4 


Aſkance, pale Care, a wither'd crone, may view 
Envious, the glowing fold he can't enjoy, 

But ſlill to youth, and youthful paſſion true, 

Be mine the tranſport, Prudence would deſtroy. 
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VERSES, 


TO 


4 FAVOURITE YOUNG ACTRESS. 


RAYLESS and faint the leſſer ſtars appear, 
That gild the gay theatric hemiſphere, 
When, Vexvus-like, thy radiant looks diſplay 
The roſy promiſe of a brighter day ; 

What glowing touches of unrivall'd we 
Illume my ſpirit, animate my heart, 

Call from its ruby ſource the vital tide, 

And o'er my kindling cheek diffuſe it wide! 


Bold Fancy? s falcon-wing, with tow'ring flight 


Vainly eſſays to reach thy dazzling height, 


Drooping, ſhe ſinks beneath thy ardent blaze, 
And, loſt in fighing languiſhment, I gaze! 
Yet, fondly, ſtill let me purſue a theme 

Fairer than ever bleſt a Poet's dream, | 

Catch inſpiration from thy ſunny eyes, 

And, with the ſoft 1dea, learn to riſe, 
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74 VERSES TO AN ACTRESS. 


Pardon, ſweet daughter of the ſcenic muſe, 
That Admiration, now, in filence views, 
And, damp'd by chill Deſpair his tuneful fire, 
APOLLO ſlumbers on his golden lyre, 
But when, (ye Pow'rs! protract the diſtant date,) 
That angel form ſubmits to frowning Fate, 
(Whom, cruel, nor coleſtial charms can move, 
Nor kiſſes from the violet lip of Love, ) 
When heard no more the witching airs you ſung, 
When mute the melting magic of that tongue, 
When fades the living luſtre from your eye, 
The roſes wither, and the lilies fly, 
Caught by my ſtrain, each future age ſhall view 
Thy beautecus picture to it's ſemblance true, 
Cull from each line thy genuine talents forth, 
Nor wonder, that I paus'd to match thy worth, 


ANSWER 


TO 


AN ANONYMOUS ADDRESS. 


Or him, whom ene once held _ 


And Fancy ſeem'd to mark her own, 


(Reflexion, ſpare the anguiſh'd tear!) 


Ah! little, now, is heard or known; 


Immerſt in ſilent, hopeleſs woe, 
To Prudence loſt, to Pleaſure cold, 
Can the mute page my paſſion ſhow, 


Can words my bleeding breaſt unfold? 


Then, dear Inviſible, forbear 
To wake one ſpark of former pride, 

Nor the deep wounds of Sorrow tear, 
That Feeling would for ever hide! 


% 


: * 
J no Po on EE 5 
wo 2 3 0 Ws ——C A 
A EGS Mal ES rr A , : a 
— * 8 = —4 
* ns Th © ö - 9 v4 : 
IL 


2 


——— 
_— 


GENIUS PERSONIFIED. 


By yon lone copſe have you not ſeen, 
With folded arms, and muſing mien, 
The penſive Por ſtray, 
What time the Weſt's s laſt, fading fire, 
Seem'd in ſoft flaſhes to expire, 
And veſtal Twilight mourn'd the ſolemn Death of 
Day ? N 


Did you not mark his varying face, 


His wayward, wild, diſorder'd pace, 

His looſe, uncertain alr, 

The light'nings that illum'd his eye, 

With angel-forms converſing high, 
Anon, all ſudden ſunk 1 in motionleſs deſpair? 


Vouth of 3 foul, ah! ſtay 
Thy furious, raſh, enthuſiaſt way, 
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GENIUS PERSONIFIED. 


Nor ſeek yon ſhade forlorn; 
Nor, on yon tumbling torrent pore, 
Nor, roam along the deſart ſhore, | 
Till the drear tempeſt ſmiles beneath the gleam of 


Morn 


Does broken Friendſhip wound thy breaſt, 
Or ſlighted Love, ſevereſt peſt! 
Or diſappointed Pride? | 
Ah! me, that breaſt, divinely meek, 
Nor Love's, nor Friendſhip's bonds could break, 
And, but thy paſtoral reed, thou ſcorn'ſt all pomp 
beſide! 


S —— 


'Tis haughty ſcorn of humbler worth, 
Diſdaining thy inglorious birth, 
Unconſcious of thy mind, 
That drives thee thus to ſcenes remote, 
That checks thy ſweetly-warbled note, 

And in deſpondence ſteeps thine energies reſin'd: 


Thus, uſeleſs by ſome ſavage ſtream, 


A Ruby ſheds its ſanguine beam, 
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7s "THE BLIND BEGGAR'S 


Nor knows the wond'ring fwain, 
This jewel, in it's proper place, 
The Monarch's ſtarry front might grace, 


Or, brighter than her eyes, the Beauty's zone ſuſtain! 


THE 


# 


BLIND BEGGAR'S ADDRESS 


To HIS D0G. 


S PEED, grateful partner of my darkſome way, 
Speed to yon ſtately poreh with cautious pace, 
To me ſupply the chearful beam of day, 

And friendſhip, vainly ſought amid my race! 


No Spamel thou, with ſleek and fawning art; 
When fortune wooes, to court the dainty board, 
But in the rough, and anguiſh'd hour depart, 
When fortune, top, forſakes thy ruin'd lord: 


Fr. 


Lu 


Or 1 
dme 


And 


ADDRESS TO HIS DOG. 79 


From theſe fond arms a father's darling fled, 
Lur'd by a ſmiling villain's crafty lore, 
Where hides the wretch belov'd her ſhameful an 
When virgin-truth, when honour is no more? 


My gallant boy, too reſolutely brave, 
Perchance, ignobly pines in hoſtile chains, 
perchance, far, far from me, a ſordid grave 


He fills: my faithful Doe alone remains. 


Vet, guiltleſs he, of pangs that rive this breaſt, 
Guiltleſs, a victim for his country's good, 

But where ſhall fair, afflicted Sorrow reſt, 

By penury, and pride, and ſcorn ſubdu'd? 


Speed, truſty Guide! for in yon dome reſide 
Plenty and Peace, devoid of pompous glare, 
Oh, ipced! and while I ſtroke thy jetty fide, 
With me the ſweeteſt morſel ſhalt thou (fare; 1 


With ET Wa” gay thy gentle head PI deck, 
Or tiny bell, thy weary road to chear, 

>mooth the duſk beauties of thy ſhining neck, 
And clip, with harmleſs ſkill, each velvet ear; 


30 A RHAPSODIC EPISTLE 


With merry bark, when early dawn appears, 
(No dawn to me,) thou'lt rouſe my little ſhed, 
And, tho” too oft my cruſt be ſteep'd in tears, 
Drink from my cup, and from my food be fed; 


And, when in death are clos'd thoſe OP eyes, 
Tho? ſcoffing Prudence the fond tribute ſcorn, 

On thy green tomb a modeſt wreath ſhall rife, 
And Gratitude remove the ruder thorn! 


3 1 
RHAPSODIC EPISTLE 


'To 4 FRIEND. 


Omnia me tua deleCtant; ſed maxime, maxima cum fides inf 
amicitia, conſilium, gravitas, conſtantia, tum lepos, huma-W? 


nitas, liter. CICERO. Lib. xi. Ep. 27. 


[no {ome of your old Greekiſh fellows 
Demurely in dry annals tell us, 

That Squire Aurnhiox, with a ditty, 

Sans doute, uprear'd the THEBAN city, 
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TO A FRIEND. 


To capering pebbles gave no quarter, 
And rigadoon'd the lime and mortar 3 
Another, having {till'd the motion 
5 Of that con founded ſcold, the Ocean, 
; On Dolphin's back, rode fairly over 


Far as from CxLAIS' point to Doves, 
Bout ſaddle, certes, he was idle, 
But the tail ſerv'd him for a bridle, 


Then, having got with bumbo merry, 
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Diſcharg'd with a droll catch his ferry; 
Nay, Oxenatvs, (keep us all from evil 93 
Thus arm'd, went headlong to the Devil, 
And made the damn'd ſouls, to his fiddle 
Friſk, like a hen on a hot griddle; 
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Gueſs, too, the errand, for your life? — 
Why, truly, to redeem — his wife! 
Few mates, I wot, would fo have blunder'd 


In this bleſt year of Eighteen hundred, 


Heav'n help the poor rogues that are witty, 
Thoſe times are paſt ;—the more's the pity ! 
os 8 
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A RHAPSODIC EPISTLE 


No baker now, ſay all you can ſay, 
Will tick on couplet, verſe, or ſtanza; 

For Alexandrine ſmooth, or triplet, 

No butcher truſt a gooſe's giblet; 
Nor landlord, (curſe the taſteleſs throng, ) 

Be paid his quit-rent—with a ſong. 


Poets, alas! no more have pow'r 
To build, with tuneful jigs, a tow'r, 

Save, when ſublim'd by ſlender fare, 

They conjure caſtles in the air, 

Or, partly feeding like wild aſſes 

Snuff the keen breezes of PARNASsus, 
Round the ſteep hill, like mad curvetting, 
Quite careleſs of that thing call'd—EaTING, 
* Fat feaſt that with the dogs doth diet,” 
Would never let ſuch hlades be quiet. 

For magic lines, ſtill current found, 

Of ſterling weight, and filver ſound, 

That any wight, with eaſe may ſcan, 
Sweet ABR'AM NEWLAND 1s your man, 
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Lean faſt that with the Gods doth die 
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TO A FRIEND. 


For, damme, I'll maintain it fill, 
There's muſic in a good Bank-bill, 

And tho' terhyme.not much confin'd, 
Muſic of the moſt moving kind; 
Whoever deems this idle fuſs, 

By Jove, © is dark as EREBus,” 
No fear his pence with mould be ruſted, 
So, hoſts! “ let no ſuch man be truſted!“ 


And yet, dear part'ner of the pen! 


Tho' blockheads jeer us, nine in ten, 


We to our trade devoutly elinging, 


Still grace the art,. —of ballad-finging, 
We, when the melting mind's in tune, 
True, frolic children of the Moon, 


Each ev'ning, from our upper windows, 


Take a celeſtial jaunt to Pix pus, 

There romp, and dance, and ſnatch ſoft kiſſes, 
Charm'd with the nine melodious Miiles, 

And then recline the raptur'd head, 

With each a Muſe to deck his bed ! 


We, from our own prolific brain, 
Like ſpiders, ſpin the lengthen'd ſtrain, 
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8 A RHAPSODIC FPISTLF. 


And tho”, perdye, we do not cope 
With that harmonious urchin, Pork, 

CONGREVE facete, or YOUNG ſublime, 
(Thoſe were tall fellows in their time!) 
Still, tho“ no VireiLs, faith, or Pix DAns, 
We rake not KoTzEBUR's old cinders, 
And hawk his rubbiſh round the land. ; 
Proud to be dull--a ſecond-hand; - * 
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While you the comie fair enjoy, 


parent of many a ſprightly boy, 
Whoſe arch rebuke, and mimie rage, 
May mend the morals of the ſtage, 

Or, in heart-balming laughter ſteep 
The languid lid, that wakes to weep, 
I, by more ſerious beauties caught, 
May dreſs in rhime the tender thought, 
(For I have ever caſt an eye 
On ancient, prudiſh Poetry,) 
To Satire's fide, indignant, turn, 
With the grave tragic Veſtal mourn, _ 
Or, (ſhould the pow'rs of Mirth allow,) 
Write doggrel;—jult /as [ do now, 
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THE DAYS OF YORE. 


IN knightly hall, or lady's bow'r, 
Erewhile, the vocal wire was ſtrung; 
And many a laurel, many a flow'r, 


Round the {weet Minſtrel's harp was hung; 


Graceſul array'd in flowing ſtole 
Of green, with tiſſued roſes wove, 
His ardor warm'd th' heroic ſoul, 


His ſofineſs ſooth'd diſaſtrous love; 


Mid harmony's reſponſive hoard, 
His cunning fingers featly caught 
Each found, that rapture might afford, 


Or lift ſublime the towering thought, 


Yet oft to ſhun the gariſh beam, 

Mid the deep deſert would he ſtray, 

And following quick ſome haunted fiream, 

Oit wander from the world away: 
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86 THE DAYS OF YORE. 
Stretch'd, liſtleſs, on the headlong ſteep, 
Oft would he gaze the ſcene below, 


The painted cloud, the toiling deep, 


The purple heath, with golden glow ! 


And oft, in filent tranſport laid, 
Till the ſhrill curfew ftruck his ear, 
Has Twilight don'd her checquer'd ſhade, 


And Darkneſs veil'd him, muſing there. 


But yet no fear, mid wild forlorn, 
The Bard ſhould ſeek a ſavage bed, 
Some hermit, at his glad return, 


The pillow bleſt that lap'd his head. 


Of hateful penury no fear, 


The Poet ſtill a welcome found: 
The peaſant preſt his homely cheer, 
And magic ſong the banquet crown'd, 


Gay as the little birds, that fly, 
All devious, thro” the tangled wood, 


To whom boon Nature's ſtores ſupply 
Their vernal couch, their ſimple food! 
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THE DAYS OF YORE. 


Ah me! thoſe happy days are paſt, 
And alter'd fore his heavy fate, 

By each rude vaſſal's ſcoff difgrac'd, 
And baniſh'd from the lordly gate; 


Yet nought of Heay'n illumes that heart, 
That deals it's tuneful ſervant wrong, 
Nor aught of bliſs can wealth impart 

To him, who flights the honied ſong; 


For, ſure, of Heav'n that purer flame, 
That hath his poliſh'd mind poſſeſt, 
And ſure, from ſource ccleſtial, came 
The ſunſhine that pervades his breaft. 


Then, nobles, deign, and barons bold, 
To rear the glory of your land, 


And when true genius you behold, 


Confeſs th' Almighty, Maſter's hand; 


Nor dazzling gem on Beauty's brow, 
Nor titled Grandeur's garter'd ſhine, 
Can aught ſo paſſing bright beſtow 
Ob, GExIus, as thy ſplendid line ! 

| G 4 


THE INVALID. 


| F LEST who in battle meets the friendly ball, 
While rattling guns proclaim his glorious fall, 
For honor's holieſt tear has oft been ſhed 
On the cold ſod, that wraps the ſoldier's head: 
What, now, for me, condemn'd to peace, remains, 
But uſeleſs ardors, unavailing pains; 
This lopp'd, and barren trunk, by action laid 
Aloof, no more ſhall riſing laurels ſhade; 

In this quench'd eye no more ſhall courage ſhine, 
Or danger nerve this wither'd arm of mine; 

No more, ſurpailing feats of valour ſhewn, 

Shall FRE D' rick vaunt of proweſs, like his own! 
Yet, thanks to that undaunted youth, who led 
The foremoſt fight, where moſt the battle bled, 
Thanks to that PRINCELY CuIEr, beyond the reſt, 
Whoſe throne is built in every BRITOx's breaſt; 
Tho' doom'd at home, in ſilent ſloth, to yield, 
Nor brave the deathful glories of the field, 


THE INVALID. WW 


Still this maim'd dump, to ſhudd'ring crowds may 
ſhew, 

The pictur'd ſcenes that bade his ſpirit glow, 

And, as in FLANxDRIA“'s ſhatter” d map I trace 

Each ſignal ſpot, each memorable place, 

Where ſluiced in every vein, and ſteep'd in gore, 

Grim DATA hitnſ{clt the ENGLISH STANDARD bore, 

Here, point to DUNKIRK's ſtrength, or, here diſplay 

CaTav's dread plain, or GHeNT's immortal day, 

Meanwhile, in every circling goblet flows 

Health to the hero, horror to his foes! 


LINES, 
ON THE 


FARL OF MOIRA'S PROPOSED BILL OF INSOLVENCY. 
* 


W as moſt high Honor holds her awful ſeat, 
There, gracious too, the gentler virtues meet, 

Point the fair purpoſe, generous warmth impart, 
Attune the voice, and ope the liberal heart; 


90 LINES ON LORD MOIRA'S BILL. 


Henee, nobly ardent in his country's cauſe, 
Whoſe learning decks, and ſword aſſerts her laws, 
Moira, by no mean, partial ties confin'd, 
Wide pours the general bleſſing on mankind: 
Nor ſcorns to viſit the deſerted cell, 
Where hopeleſs penury is doom'd to dwell, 
Where worth, entomb'd, forgets its former deeds, 
Or, curſt with memory, Misfortune bleeds, 
Pleas'd, thro' the gloom to teal Hope's glimm'ring 
mrs 
And wake the wretch to happineſs and day ! 


For thee, oh! PmrtaxnTHROPIC CHIEF! ſhall riſe 
Affliction's beſt, ſad incenſe to the fkies, 
Th' impriſon'd Sire, to heav'n's ambrofial air 
Releas'd, ſhall breathe for thee the filent pray'r, 
Thy godlike zeal the duteous wife proclaim, 
And teach her darling babe to liſp thy name: 

Een the fond pair, disjoin'd in youthful prime, 
Whoſe mutual wiſhes curſe retarded time, 
Bleſt be thy care, again ſhall, glowing, meet 


To drown their ſorrows paſt in kiſſes ſweet, 
4 
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And warm, (what vain Ambition ſeldom knows,) 
From Beauty's lip, thy ſoft eulogium flows. 


| 
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ABBEY EFFUSIONS. 


ON SEEING MASON'S MONUMENT. 


VW mix, mid this folemn dome's ſequeſter'd 
N ſhade, | 

By venerable virtues ſacred made, 

With ſofter awe, I mark, and gentler tread, 


One modeſt modern join the mighty dead, g 
DRarrox's cold cheek a pallid bluſh betrays, | f 
And learned Joxsox trembles for the bays! _ f 


Nor may the marble, deck'd by MAsox's name, 
Leſs fervent pray'r, or meaner homage claim, 
Tho” round the tuneful Sons of BRITAIN rife, 
Where, laurel-wreath'd, his recent model lies. 


Yet, once more, oh! ye Bards, on Mox4a's ſteep, 
Who, nightly, your myſterious meetings keep, 
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92 ABBEY EFFUSIONS. 

And wailing o'er the corſe of warrior brave, 

Moan to the murmur of the troublous wave; 

Once more, with your wild warmth, and native fire, 
Smite the deep ſorrows of the ſounding lyre, 
While, in the yelling tempeſt heard afar, 
CARACTACUS impels his ſeythed car, 


And iſſuing, dreadful, from their ſhadowy ſhroud, 


His fleeting courſers paw the duſky cloud. 

The Minſtrel, erſt, who wheePd his brave career 
Beyond the viſible, diurnal] ſphere,” 

Swift as looſe ſtars their golden orbits leave, 

Or, meteors glide aſlope a ſummer-eve, 

In queſt of flow'rs, that ſtrew th' empyrean way, 
Advent'rous bent, I ſee; immortal Gray ! 

Pure o'er thy buit his lambent glories play: 

Lo! modeſt WHITEHEAD too, to Friendſhip warm, 
(Fen yet her flame illumes his phantom form,) 
On thee fill fix'd his meek, but ardent eye, 

The brother-ſeraph bends, and wooes thee to the ſky. 


Oh! lov'd, oh! loſt! whoſe poliſh'd page no ſtain 
Of flatt'ry knew, or ruder wit profane, 
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Which rigid Piety might wiſh effac'd : 
Soft, yet ſublime, luxuriant, yet chaſte, 


Long may the Brrtisn youth, whoſe {kill would 


raiſe 


Perfection, worthy of ſucceeding days, 


Here led; (his eyes ſuffus'd with generous dew,) 
The honors of departed worth to view, 
Awefully touch'd, breathe forth the ſigh fincere, 


Admire the Por, and his ART revere! 


ON 


GARRICK'S TOMB AND INSCRIPTION. 


MAN is the verſe, illuſtrious actor, paid 
By his weak hand to thy indignant ſhade, 
Who, poorly gifted with enthuſiaſt glow, 


Bade theſe ſlight numbers o'er the marble flow; 


Superior thought ſhould ſtamp the ſacred ſtone, 


Diffus'd by genius, powerful as thy own, 
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Can Painting” s moſt illumin'd tint fupply 

Th' electric flaſhes of thy meaning eye, 

Can ſofteſt ſtrains the Muſe, enamour'd, ſung, 
Vie with the honey'd cadence of thy tongue? 

O! could thoſe adamantine fetters break, 

And thy PIOMALIOx-ſemblance warm, and ſpeak, 
Could the fir'd image quit it's cumbrous load, 
How would'ſt thou act, and look, and move—a god! 
Smil'ſt thou not, mighty maſter of the heart, 

At thoſe vile mimies who diſgrace thy art, 

Who, form'd on Imitation's menial plan, 

Forego the natural privilege of man, 

Thy ſtart, thy frown, thy accent who eſſay, 
To-morrow, ſtill, the copy of to-day, 

And does not SHAKESPEARE'S angry ſprite agree, 


Thoſe ſcenic Puppets murder Him- in Thee? 
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A BALLAD. 


. 1 I 
In tenui, tenuis non gloria, VIRG, 


I. 
TwWas early in the morning, and paſſing ſweet 


to view, | 

The gliſt'ning Sun had kiſt off cold April's falling 

dew, | 

I heard a lonely Virgin, all by a river fide, 

Lament thus {ore her loſt Love, who in the battle 
dy'd, 

She rung her hands more white than ſnow, ſhe tore 
her yellow hair, | 

And tho' in ſorrow ſunk, alas! methought look'd 

wond'rous fair, 

For ever as the trembling tear, ſtood burſting in her 
eye, : 

Her pretty boſom ſwell'd to fight, and gave a piteous 
ſigh, 
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A BALLAD. 
II. 
& Why would'ſt thou go, my own love, the cruel 
wars to brave, 
Was not this boſom ſofter, than Ocean's troubled 
wave? : 
Oh! did you on the damp ground, ayers ſuch ſweet 
repoſe, 
Or, could thoſe ſmiles mat conquer'd me, * 
your deadly foes? 
When round your comely temples, where curling 
: treſſes grew, 
The bloody faulchions e, the whiſtling bullets 
. 
Could you no pitying angel, o'erhead, to fave you 
ſee, 
And when I thought of you, love, did you ſtill think 
"of : me?” | 


III. 
The green ſod where we lay, love, I've cover'd o'er 
with flow'rs, 
And there I've preſt the cold earth, for many ſilent 
hours, | 


Us 
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A willow- plant I planted, which you would joy to 


ſee, 


But the flow'rs are all long wither'd, tho the willow. 


grows for me 


Ungrateful flowers they were, , for morn, and ev ning | 


here, 
I gently op'd their little leaves, and water'd with a 
tear, 


And though the drooping willow-tlip had leaſt of 


all my care, 


Behold you, how it ſprings up, as faſt as my de- 


» 


ſpar! 


4 


IV. 
My father is a hard one, his heart is made of 


3 


ſtone, 
My mother, too, is hard, and my ſiſters mock my 
| moan, 
They talk to me of ſweethearts, of gold, and Jeſt, 
and glee, 


They little think my poor be he is in the grave ; with 


thee !. ; 
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But they nor all the world „my thoughts of thee ſhall 


know, 

And in this nook I'll hide up the treaſure of my woe, 

Till Grief and Sorrow tir'd out, I'Ilftealoff, byeand 
bye, 

And here upon the green ſod, I'll lay me down and 
die!? 


VERSES, 


ADDRESSED 


TO THE CHILDREN OF 4 FRIEND. 


IN FANT buds of early beauty! 3 
Sport ſuſpend, to hear my ſtrain, F 
Let a Poet tell your duty, 3 


Tho? his verſe, perhaps, be vain: 


To his ſad experience liſten, 


Little as you are, attend, 


Let your eyes with pleaſure gliſten, 
Truſt the POET in the FRIEND. 
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THE CHILDREN O A FRIEND. 99: 


Firſt to HI, o'er each ſoft feature, 


Who that roſey bloom has ſpread, 


Breathe the pray'r of artleſs NATURR, 


By His gracious ſpirit led; 8 | 


Hr, ſhall angels ſend to charm you, 
Angels than yourſelves leſs fair, 
They with turtle fondneſs warm you, 


Shield you with celeſtial care: 


Female ſweetneſs, kind diſcretion, 
In your mother's ſmile difcern, 
Holy friendſhip's high expreſſion, 


Hoxour,—from your father learn! 


Be of falſe flow'ry pleaſures fearful, 
Where vulgar children, heedleſs, ſtray, 
Not like the ſhowery Api, tearful, 
Nor ſullen, like the WINTER's day; 


Never, for fooliſh gewgaws ſquabble, 
Let them not mar you rip'ning joys, 
Tho? older heads, a pompous rabble! 


Alas ! too often, fight for toys. 
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100 VERSEs. 


Soon, ſoon, will fly thoſe ſportive graces, 
Ah! ſoon, your guiltleſs pranks be o'er, 
Sorrow will cloud thoſe pretty faces, | 
Where ſorrow never ſat before; 


Quickly Time's rapid wing will cover 
Your tiny ſpan, with envious ſhade, 
BEss will be ſighing for a lover, 


And FRED purſue ſome ſcornful maid : 


Then, Paſſions fierce, with wild dominion, 
Torment you on Life's tragic ſtage, 
Then will you miſs the parent-pmion 


Shelt'ring now your tender age; 


Then, whatſoever chance betide you, 
Whether fell Grief your boſom wrings, 
Or, Peace thro' bliſsful regions guide you, 
You'll own the truth your Poet fings. | 
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SONG. 


Dran Shade ! to whom, each cloſing ev e, 
Devoutly ſtreams the ardent tear, | 
Pity a heart fill doom'd to grieve, " 
Ah! catch it's tender ſigh ſincere! 


With thee, in converſe, ſadly-ſwbet, 
I join, and half forget my woe, 
And fly from every friend I meet, 


And ficken at each ſcene below ; ; 


That heav'n to which J haſte, I ſee, 
How doubly pleas'd when thou art nigh , 
If it was ſweet to live for thee, 

For thee, it muſt be ſweet to die 
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SONNE I, 


TO THE AUTHOR OF THE MONK, &c. &c. 


O! Next to H1M, in fancy, warm and wild, 
Who, erſt, OxLAxDO's deſperate feats diſplay'd, 
Tho? deep remov'd in chill Oblivion's ſhade, 
Thee do I hail, Imagination's Child 
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Whether, with awe, thy bold romantic page 

I trace, conducted by myſterious clue; 

Or thrill'd to tenfold horror, ſhudd' ring, view 
Thy well-rais'd SET RE ſtalk athwart the Stage, 


- 


Or at quaint Humour ſmile my fears away : 
For thine, ſtrong diction, by the Graces dreſt, 
Expreſſion thine, that harrows up the breaſt, 


f ; ; 
And o'er the ſervient Paſſions ſov'reign [way: 


Nor Thou, tho? placed ſubliine, this meed hats 
From one who vaunts himſ1f—the Martyr of the 
Maſe, | | 
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SONNE. 
TO THE EVENING STAR. 


SorT Ster! approaching lowly on the Sky 


With ſolemn march, if e'er beneath thy beam, 


Darkling, I heav'd the deep-1mpaſtion'd ſigh, 


Or bade the filent tear of Feeling ſtream; 


If &er, with Fancy's magic voice, I call'd 
Ten thouſand ſprites to tend thy ſapphire car, 
If &er, by ruſhing Darkneſs unappal'd, 

IF | le, ded ine Bak a 

I follow'd thy receding light afar, 
Be gracious, now: to this love-labour'd bow'r 
With thy bright clue conduct my promis'd fair, 


Full on her face thy yellow radiance pour, 


And gild the flowing tiſſue of her hair; 


So ſhall the Nightingale, her nate prolong, 


Wild-warbling to thine ear our bridal-long 
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SONNET, 
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WRITTEN ON THE APPROACH OF SUMMER. 


Why do yon beauteous beams that ſtreak the 
Sky, 
When firſt young Morning opes her modeſt eye, 
To me, all dark as ſcow ling night appear! 
Why, do thoſe ambient greens, no more, impart 
Freſh joy, and conſcious gladneſs to my heart, 
Or, ſpring's ſweet children charm my alter'd ear? 
Ah me! o'er all, tis Grief's dull pow'r that throws 
A ſullen gloom, congenial to my care, 
Kobs it's rich incenſe from the op' ning Roſe, 
And leaves the bloſſom'd bow'rs of Mara bare; 
Dear Goddeſs, Nature !” and thou dearet itil], 
Dehightful Fancy! pardon I implore, 
With taſte, with ſympathy, this boſom fill, 
And your own ſacred love, as once before, 
Or, ch! let Pity's ſtreaming eyelid lave 
The next pale primroſe, ſpringing on my grave. 


/ 


nenn hrs P TR er te no Wenner E oe A oe eee nn eee 3 
P 8 1 "ON 8 YER * q 


_— 
2 


105 


Tur ſhadowy ſemblance, lo! is paſt!— 
Loudly yells the midnight blaſt, 

And, hark! the death-bell's ſullen toll 

Strikes upon my ſhrinking ſoul! 
"Whither, whither am I led? 

To the drear caverns of the dead, 

Here with murder ſhalt thou dwell, 
Mark yon bleeding Phantom well, | 


Know you not the wound you gave, 


Lou was bloody, he was brave; 
In the dark you dealt the blow, 
With a hatchet fell'd him low, 
'His cleft head diſtended wide, 
Hideous hangs upon each fide ; 
Why, doſt thou, enwrithing ſtart, | 
*Gainſt thy.ribs why knocks thy heart? 
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Now I tumble 


106 A FRAGMENT. - 


Why, to the taper's glimm'ring blue 
Gleams thy front with clammy dew ? 
Welcome to his cell below 

Thou with thy murder'd hoſt muſt go!“ 
Mercy, Mercy, do not claſp 


My frame in ſuch a frozen graſp, 


Fibres from my heart you tear, 


Looſe me, looſe me, Spectre drear; 


Oh! ten thoufand fathoms deep 


I behold a vap'ry ſteep, 

Wild with eeſlacy of pain, 
Madneſs ruſhes en my brain, 
Round and round my ſenſes toſt, 
L am loſt. 
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DEEDS OF DEATH, 


War art thou, with ebon hair 
Hanging on thy ſhoulders bare; 

Now the hamlet's {til as death, 

Moping o'er the deſart heath! 

Wild and wan thy haggard face, 

Which by moon-lighFI can trace; 0 
Fiery red thy ferret eye 

Doth deep in hollow ſocket lie, 
And thy fingers lank and lean, 
Spotted ver with blood obſcene, 
Look as tho''a wound they gave, 
Or had dug a new-made grave! 
You move your {kinny lips ſevere, 
Yet no murmur'd ſound I hear 5 
Ha! beneath thy ſable pall 


I hear a babe for mercy call, 


* 


Fainter now it's feeble ſhriek, 


How you writhe 1t's little neck, 
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108 DEEDS OF DEATH. 


"How you ſuck it's flowing gore 

Lo! it's boſom throbs no more. 

Who are theſe behind that throng 
Dragging a pale corſe along? 

How their murd'rous eyeballs gleam 
O'er his deep wound's ſanguine ſtream, 
Now on me their leaden ſtare 

Is level'd with malignant glare, 
Wrapt in horror's central gloom * 
Heavy on my heart they come, 
Vet with paufing ſtep they ſteal— 
In pity, Fancy, drop the veil. 
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SONNE T. 


WRITTEN IN A BURIAL PLACE. 


A H! me, and muſt I, like the tenant, he, 
Of this dark cell, all huſh'd the witching ſong, 
And will not Feeling bend his ſtreaming eye 
On my green ſod, as flow he wends along, 
And, ſmiting his rapt boſom, ſoftly heh, - i 


15 


c His Genius ſoar'd above the vulgar throng 


Will he not fence my weedleſs turf around, 

Sacred from dull-ey'd Folly's vagrant feet, 

And, there, ſoft ſwelling in aerial ſound, 

Will he not liſt, at eve, to voices ſweet, 

Strew with the ſpring's firſt flow'rs the little mound, 
And often muſe within the lone retreat! 
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Ves ;—though I not affect th' immortal bay, 
Nor bold effuſions of the learned quill, 


Nor often have I wound my tedious way 


Up the ſteep ſummit of the Muſe's hill, 


Vet ſometimes, have I pour'd th' incondite lay, 


And, ſometimes, have l felt the rapt'rous thrill; 


Him, therefore, whom, ev'n once, the ſacred Muſe 
Has bleſt, ſhall be to Feeling ever dear, ; 
And ſoit as ſweet ſad April's gleamy dews, 

On my cold clay ſhall fall the genial tear, 

While, penſive, as the ſpringing herb he views, 

He cries “ Tho mute, there is a Poet here! 
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THE AUTHOR OF SIR HUBERT. 


Pupn. of Him whoſe legendary ſong, 

On Mulla's reedy banks was breath'd whilere, 
Much do I grieve, thy fairy {cenes among, 
Sad ETHELINDA'S wayward tale to hear, 
Much, too, as ſtern he flowly ſteIks'alone, 


Si HUBERT chills my pulſe with with'ring fear! 


Sweet, yet ſublime, and elegant thy thought, 
Irregularly gracctul thy deſign, 

A wreath by Fancy's roſey fingers wrouc ht, _ 
To deck the Muſe's ever-during ſhrine! 

A flame from fervid Inſpiration caught, 


Reſiſtleſs ruſhing with a force divine 
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112: "VERSES. 
Long in the ſummer-ſhade ſhall youth delight 


To chaunt thy ſtrain, while mingled paſſions riſe, 
Now knightly deeds heroic warmth excite, 

Or Feeling's dew-drops gem the virgin's eyes, 
And, now, while Sorrow ſwims before her fight, 
The maiden's gentle breaſt diffolves in ſighs. 


SHAKESPEAR, great ſovereign of the willing ſoul, 
Sure met thy ſolemn ftep by Avox's ſtream, 

For ſo, his wond'rous ſtrokes the mind controul, 
Such the wild raptures of his wizard dream, 

And ſuch the charms that thro' his numbers roll, 
When wailing Love, pain'd Worth, or Pity 1s His 


theme. 
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